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OHAFTEB L 

STOOP DOWN AND SEEM TO KISS ME EBB I DIE." 

The flash of the steel tube in their sight, the 
preBSore of its cold circle on the forehead of the 
nearest, staggered the monks a moment; they re<> 
coiled alightlj one on another. They had measured 
the height and the girth of this stranger's limhs as 
they had sat with him at their meal, and they dreaded 
the tempest of his wrath. Ereeldoune, holding her 
to him still with one arm, and covering the foremost 
with his aim, thmst himself against the mass and 
strove to pierce his way through them to the gates. 
AToice from behind cut the silence like a bnUet's 
Idss. 

Cowards ! Bolt the doors and trap ihem ; we 

can pinion them then at our leisure ! " 

The speaker, as his figure towered in the shadow, 

was a gaunt Abruzzian giant, fierce-eyed, hollow- 
toin nit V 
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cheeked, eager and lustful for slaughter ; in a long 
dead time lie had been a chief among ferodouB 
soldiery, who had imbrued his hands deep in blood, 
and the old savage instincts flared alight, and the 
old brute greeds breathed free again, as for once 
after long captivity they broke the bondage of the 
priesthood. He took the leadership among the 
herd of half-awakened and bewildered monks, as 
the long-stifled impulses of war and murder rose 
in him, and glared wolf-like from his eyes, reddened 
nith a li^^ 'that waa well-nigh insanity. - He 
lived once more in a thousand dead days of battle, 
of' rapine, and of oruelty, as he strode downward 
into the hall, heaving aloft a great iron bar with 
which he :had armed himself, in default of other 
weapon. * * 

BrceMoone, aa he tamed his head, and saw the 
lamplight glow on the lean ravenous face, knew that 
here lay his wont foe ; the rest might be driven like 
a flock of sheep if once terror fairly mastered them, 
bat in this man he read the bloodthirst of the tiger, 
the fiercer and the more ruthless for its long repres- 
sion. With the keen glance of a soldier the warrior- 
monk sprang forward to secure the do6rway ; once 
netted,, he knew that the prisoners could be dealt with 
at {Measure* Tha weight of the iron bar was lifted, to 
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be hurled on to the hound's head, where — no more 
to be moved ia fear or m ivraih than the sentinel, who 
perishes at Lis post for sake of honour and obedience 
*^he mi^t be slain bo with ease, though not passed 
or approached except at cost of life. The iron 
swung above the Abruzzian's head, swaying lightly 
as a flail, to deseend with another instant on to the 
dog's bold brow; as it was raised, his arm fell 
paralysed^ Eroeldonne's first shot broke the bone 
above ihe wrist. Maddened with the pain, the monk 
shiflbed the bar to his left band, and, forgetful of the 
hound, rushed on to his antagonist, head downward, 
with the blind infuriated onslaught of a wounded 
boar. Erceldoune, watching him with quick, 
tmezring surety, was ready for the shook, and, 
sparing his fire — for he knew not how much more 
yet he might need iir-caught him with a blow on 
the temple as he rushed on, which sent him stagger- 
ing down like a felled ox. As he dropped, his 
brethren, catching that contagion of conflict which 

few men, priests or laymen, can resist when once 

launched into it, threw themselves forward to 
revenge his fall, rough*armed with the hatchets, the 
dubs, the pickaxes used in ont-door t(nl, which hung 
or leaned against^the walL 
Brigands of Calabria, tigers of the Deecan, would 

B 2 
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not have been wilder in tlieir rage than were these 

sons of peace, who took in one brief hour payment 
for alljthat had been silenced, and iced, and fettered 
under the weight of the Chinch's rule. The sight 
of a woman's loyeliness lashed like a scourge the 
futile envy roused beforehand in them by the 
stranger who had broken their bread, and who had 
showed them all that they had lost in losing for ever 
their freedom of will and act. What was at riot in 
them was not a gaoler's rage or a hireling's terror of 
chastisement; it was their own heart-sickness, their 
own rebellion, and despair, which made them savage 
as murderers. 

For the only time in all his life a deadly fear 
came on Erceldoune — fear for her. He glanced 
down once on her, and her eyes gave him back a 
smile proud, serene, resolute, sweet beyond all ten- 
derness — a smile that said, as though her lips 
spoke it, Remember ! '* It nerved him afresh, as 
though the courage of Arthur, the power of Samson, 
poured by it into his veins and limbs. He had 
sworn to give her the freedom of death, if that of 
life were beyond his reach ; the memory of his pro- 
mise made him mad with that desperate strength 
whereby men, in their agony, reach that which, told 
or lit ai d iu the coolness of calm reason, seems a 
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dream of iuipossibiliUes, wild as those of the deeds 
of the Bed Cross. 

"Fire with me!" he said in his teeth. "Our 
lives bang on it.'' 

She beard, and raised ber weapon steadily as the 
priests rushed at them, while the Abruzzian lay 
like a mass of timber at tbeir feet ; the two shots 
echoed together, aimed at the mass of stretciung 
bands, of brawny arms, of gleaming hatchets, of 
lifted clubSi that was within a hand's breath of 
them in the twilight of the lamplit baU. The mass 
wavered, quivered, staggered back ; in that one 
breathless pause Erceldoune, with bis arms round 
lier so that she was held close against his breast, 
dashed forward with a rush as the lion will dash 
through the cordon of hunters who have fenced him 
in for the slaughter, burling them back and front, 
left and right, by the impetus that bore him through 
them as swiftly, as resistlessly, as a scythe clears its 
way through the grasses. 

One Cistercian, more rapid than the rest, swerved 
aside from that terrific charge which carried all 
before it like the sweep of cavalry, and threw him- 
self against the door to swing the oak olose ere the 
fugitives could reach it. " Seize him 1 " shouted 
Erceldoune in Servian* The bound bad waited. 
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panting and agonised, for the command ; he sprang 
on the monk's breast, and threw him prostrate, his 
fangs clenched in the man s throat almost ere the 
words that loosed him from his guard were fairly 
uttered. The fair, still, lustrous night gleamed 
soft and starlit through the narrow space of the 
opened portals; the world and all its liberty lay 
beyond. 

Blows were rained on him, yells hooted in 
his ear, hands clutched his clothes, his limbs, his 
sash, to wrench him back ; an axe hurled at him 
struck him, grazing a wound an inch deep in his 
shoulder; a herd of devils shrieked, cursed, 
wrestled, and pursued behind him. He heeded 
nothing, felt nothing, heard nothing; he only 
guarded her ixom the weapons that were iiung in 
his rear, so that none should touch her save such 
as struck first at him, and bore her like the wind 
through the half-opened door, out into the night air, 
and down the ^ght of rock-hewn stairs ; the hound, 
coursing before him down the slope of the black 
rugged precipitous steps, shppery with moss, and 
worn uneven by the treading feet of many centu- 
ries. One step unsure, and they would be hurled 
head downward on to the stones below ; there was no 
moonlight on the depth of intense shadow that 
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ahelved sirAight iato fathomless dax kness ; belund^ 
the rash of the priests followed, and the ola^ 
moor of their shouts shook the night silence 
yet on he- went, fearless, reckless, imperrioas to 
pain> and feeling drunk with the sweet freedom 
of the fl*esh night wind, with the beating of her 
heart upon lus own. To have held her thus one 
instant he wodld have given his life up the 
next. 

Of that downward passage he had no knowledge^ 

no memory in after time ; he followed it as men iu a 
nightmare follow some hideous path that ends in 
chaos; he touched the earth at last, clearing the 
three last granite rungs of the rock4adder with a 
leap that landed him on the breadth of turf 
that stretched beneath. He rushed across at at 
the speed of a wild deer, makiag straight for the 
cypress knot where he had bidden the. horses b* 
waiting. A monk held him close in chase — so close, 
that the priest reached the ground well-nigh witii 
him. He did not see or dream his danger ; Sulla 
did, and^ with one mighty bound, was -^on^ the 
Italian's naked chest, as he had dealt with ^olf and 
with bear in his own Servian w4»ods. The monk 
fell wellMiigh senseless, and the dog tore o&wavd 
through the moonlight with a loud bay of joy. 
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They were alone ; the pursuit could not reach 
them for seconds at least— seeondsi precious in that 

extremity as years. The clamour and tumult of 
the monastery pealed from the height above ; but 
few of tlie brethren he reckoned would dare to risk 
the peril of descent in the blackness of midnight, 
the few that would mubt be some moments yet 
before they could be on him. In the shadow of the 
cypresses stood the Lorses, held by a Gerinuii lad, 
and eased by rest till they were fresh as though they 

Lad not left tlieir stalls. 

Without words, she threw herself into the saddle ; 
she had ridden stimipless ere then across the brown 
dscrk desolation of the Campagna in an autumn 
night, with the Papal troops out against her. Idalia 
was of that nature to which danger is as strong 
wine. Her face was pale to the lips, but resolute 
as any soldier's on the eve of victory; her hair 
shaken down rested in great masses that gleamed 
golden in the flickering light; her right hand 
still held the pistol as though it were some love* 
gage that she treasured dose, and the fairness of 
her face was set calm as death, resolute as steel, even 
while her eyes burned, and glowed, and dilated 
with the ardent fire of war, and with a look sweeter 
than that which swept over him like a sorcery. 
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*' OH' ! Every second is life I " 

While she spoke he was in the saddle ; the horses, 
young and wild, broke away at a touch in a stretch- 
ing gallop, with the brave hound coursing beside 
them, mad with the joy of his liberty. The hoofs 
were noiseless on the moss that was damp and 
yielding by the moisture from the swamps, and the 
belt of the cypress screened their flight from the mo- 
nastery; the monks would search for hours, till 
their torches flared out, in every nook and cleft of 
the rocks around, ere ever they would dream how 
that midnight ride had borne away their prisoner. 

Out of the cypress-grove and beyond the beetling 
wall of the crags the moonlight lay in a broad white 
sheet, clear and soft as dawn, across the open 
country, scarcely broken by a tree or hut. Afar 
the still green flelds of rye and maize were scarcely 
stirred by a breatli, and the twisted boughs uf the 
olives were veiled with a soft mist, the steam of the 
marshes and the plains. |Throngh the luminous 
half-light the horses dashed at racing speed, while 
the water-threaded earth trembled beneath them, 
and the rank grasses were crushed under their fleet 
hoofs. 

Through the shallow pools, with the water 
splashed to then guihs, and ciFcUng away in 
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eddying rings as they broke its slumbering qmet ; 
through the yaporoias hase that hung oyer the 
black expanse of the morass and the plain till 
ihey seemed to hunt down the white wraiths of its 
smoke that curled and uncurled before them; 
through the tall reedy grasses that broke as they 
crushed them, and sent dreamy odour out on the 
air as they [bowed their broad ribands and their 
feathery clusters ; through the intense silence^ till 
the water*hen flew with a scream from her rest^ 
and the downy owl brushed by with a startled 
rush, and the landrail woke with his shrill cry 
from his sleep in the midst of the millet-stalks; 
through the balmy southern night they rode as 
those can only ride behind whom yawn a prison and 
a grave, before whom smile the world and all its 
liberty. ' 

AH through the night they rode on, till the 
slender arc of the young moon was sinking towards 
the west, and countless stars were shining larger 
and clearer towards the dawn, burning through the 
blue-black darkness of the sky, veiled ever and 
again by sweeping trails of mist. 

Under the grey dim colossal arches of the Ferr 
latino gates fresh horses vratited. The tired beasts 
were changed in haste and without quesUon, and 
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the young anwom ones raced on tliiougli tke 
gloom' as fleetlj as wild hoxses sweep oiver |HNum 

plains. 

Behind them hunted Death; with the mornhig 
light the whole land would be as one host risen 
against them^ as one snare spread to trap them ; the 
bloodhounds of a Ohurdi were on their track, and 
the hate of a king and a priest ran them down; yet 
soaroe a touch of fear, scarce a breath of the chillness 
of terror were on them ; they had drunk deep o£ the 
rich wine of danger, and one at least was blind 
with the blindness of passion. 

The world was still about them ; all things slept 
The earth was h\ished and without sound, as though 
the deep tranquillity of death had &Uen everywhere. 
Only through the calmness came the low sigh of the 
air througli grasses, and the liquid murmur of un- 
seen waters foaming down from height to height, or 
stealing under the broad' leafage of amm-^hadowed 
channels. Kothing awakened around them, save 
the downy-winged aaiokt, or the ohangef ol bands of 
the fireilies gleaming like gold among tlie grey 
plnmesof olives, or above the tender green seas of 
ripening millet The summer was still youngs and 
the night was divine^ as the nights of the south alone 
are ; the barren plaips and the vaporous pools were 
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passed with the swiftness of a drcain, and bey ond the 
olive belts, and the outer woods of cypress, lay the 
richness and riot of Italy, all shadowed and softened, 
and steeped in the moonbeams. Vineyards where 
the budding grapes were thrusting their first life 
through the leaves; great chestnut woods, where 
no ray pierced the massive fans of foliage, and the 
ground was white as though from snow with the 
heavy fall of the dropped flowers ; fields where melon 
and gourd, and the fantastic shapes of the wild fig- 
tree coiled one in another, fragrant as gods' nectar, 
when the hoofs trod out the i&uit and bruised the 
amber skms, and broke through the filmy, silveiy 
webs of weaving insects, glittering with the dew ; 
black, silent groves, noiseless and cavernous, with 
the hollow moan of earth-imprisoned torrents, and 
lofty aisles of cedars shutting in the broken ivy- 
covered ruins of the deserted altars of dead gods ; 
vast piles of rocks, and stretching plains and hills 
covered with ancient strongholds mouldering to dust, 
and nestling dells where sheeted water mirrored in 
the starlight slender stems of sea-pines and marble 
shafitB of classic temples. Through them all they 
went, never drawing rein, with the huund coursing 
beside them, through the changeful light of the cabn 
late hours, guiding their flight by the stars, and 



Digitized by Google 



''SEEK TO KISS ME ERE I DIE." 



13 



holding ever straight for the sea. With sunrise the 
soldien of the King, the meioenftrieB of Chuich and 
of State, would be out over the land ; the night 
alone was liberty. liberty, for the breath of the 
wind on their brows, for the splash of river-spray on 
their lips, for the wild joy of fearless speed, for the 
fragrance of trampled flowers, for the limitless gloiy 
of sight free to range over the width of the earOi, 
for the nameless rapture of living when every sense 
and pulse of life is hot as with wine, yet is lulled 
as with sleep, and holds the pain of the world well 
endured for the sake of one hour of joy ; — Liberty, in 
whose sweetness lies all the ecstasy of life, and in 
whose loss lies ail its anguish. 

Through the shallow foam of half-Klry water- 
courses, through the long sear grasses where the 
cattle couched, through the odorous iMckets of wild 
myrtle, through the withes of osiers where the bit- 
tern, wakened, rose with his sullen booming, cry, 
they rode on towards the sea. Down the perilous 
slopes of ravines, where the loosened shingles shook 
in showers into yawmng depths ; down naked 
breadths of stone where no mosses broke the polished 
incline, and one uncertain step was death ; across 
bridges high in air, ^nning the white smoke of 
boiling torrents, while the timbers shook and bent 
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bmiealli them; under mighty aaslaB of oak and 

tjpress, where no path led save such as the rush of 
tlieir gallop finroed between the breaking bongba, 
they held their way through the twilight haze that 
deepened- to Uackert gloom whoa the wooda oloaed 
above^ and lightened to silvery lustre where the 
plains atietehed out tmbfokeiL AU memoiy of 
danger^ all sense of danger had fallen from them; 
on ber the dreamy night ailenoe and the paasionate 
sweetness of freedom rested , with him there was no 
thought lemammg sanre that be alone held .bia place 
by her bridle-rein, that he alone had delivered her 
eat of her bondaga 

In the calm around them ail was at rest save 
their own beart8» aave their own flight that held on 
for the same goal ; all human life except their own 
seemed basdabed' from the world, and the alumber- 
hushed earth left oiiiy to them ; through ravine and 
woodland, througb. yineyard and valley, under the 
overhanging brow of lonely chffs, and across the 
swaying bridge of giddy heists they rode together ; 
and while the flickering light flashed down through 
parted leavea upon her beauty, and ever and again 

as he hwept on beside her he met the gleam of her 

eyes through the ahadowa, be. who loved her felt 

drunk with his joy. What cared he though he 
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siiouJd fall dead at her feet when that midnight ride 
should hove- mehad its end^ He rinmld kave 
passed to his grave with her. 

Whm tile jagged iion had been hurled against 
him, the rent nerves throbbed, and the linen was 
stained ^tb^blood;. where his rival had stiained 
him in that deadly embrace, the breadth of his chest 
mis bruised as though 'mightilj staruck/ by a mMse, 
and compressed as though ti^t >bound in baiids of 
steel; but he felt none ef its pain, he knew none of 
its suffering , be <mly knew that she rode bende 
hinij that through him she was saved, that onoe his 
arms had heM her, that jtill in all- the width of the 
world there was none mth her in her extremity save 
himself, — whose love she had foibidden, yet whose 
love, she had se^, outlasted all, and only asked of 
her a place* with -her in her danger, a place near her 
in her death. - 

No words passed between them; the breaiihless 
passage of their flight left no space for iqpeech, and 
the soft hush of the darkened world was too solemn 
to be broken. They had passed away from the 
beaten trade, lest any should see and mark iiheir 
course, and had borne straight across the country 
westward to where the bay lay — ^breaking through 
the blossomed vmes, the ^eets of maize, the nets 



Digitized by Google 



16 



outspread for birds in southern mode, the deep* 
grown screens of myi*tles fencing villa lands, and the 
wild growth of rocky channels^ where hidden streams 
ran below earth, and made the vegetation riot rank 
and thick, where the snake found its lair, and the 
mosquito swaiiiied in hundreds, and the hot heavy 
vapour uprose like clouds of steam. Now and 
then her eyes turned on him in the darkness of 
cypress shadows, or where some yawning river-bed, y 
yellow and reed-choked, and unfathomed in the 
gloom, was croftsed with a measureless leap, their 
horses close abreast For all except the echo of 
the ringing hoofs trampling through ripening com, 
or sounding loud on rocky pathways, there was utter 
silence between them. 

The night was fast waning, the stars growing 
larger, till the whole skies seemed on fire with their 
brilliance ; the hours were passing swiftly — ^the hours 
which alone were safety. Here and there, from lonely 
marshes, the bittern's booming call sounded, desolate 
and mournf ul ; or, as the trodden millet-stalks muffled 
the noise of their gallop, the cry of the cicala could 
be heard from under the maize. The world went by 
them vague as a dream, mist-like as a cloud ; mined 
temples, shadowy landscapes, waters glistening white, 
monastic piles darkly looming down from rocky 
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heights, sullen depths malarious, impenetrable, death- 
laden, divine beauty gleaming vine-crowned under 
southern moonbeams, all passed by them like the 
fleeting, changeful phantoms of a feverish sleep. 
They rode on and on, without thought, without 
refuge, with one impulse only, to leave league on 
league between them and the abhorrent dens of the 
Ohuich ; the burning breath of the past hours was 
on them, driving tlit m forward as the curling prairie 
flames drive the lives they course after; and tiie 
riot of liberty was in them both, with every breath 
of wind that tossed the foliage horn iheir path, with 
every current of air that drove sweet, and wild, and 
warm against their feces, as they dashed down by 
the pole-star's guide straight to the sea, yet south- 
Vard flrst, ere they bent round to the shore, since 
Naples, where she lay amidst her loveliness, was the 
tiger's lair of priest and king, was death and worse 
than death. 

The horses coursed like greyhounds; their feet 
scarcely touched the earth ; the (shallow brooks, the 
j)arched soil, the reddening osiers were scattered as 
they went ; neck and neck, their heads stretched 
like racers, their iianks heaving, their bits foam- 
oovered, they held on at that mad pace, without pause, 

TOL. III. O 
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without stmt, now foToed tbrough wmeeoB of netted 

boughs, wiule the great chestnut ikus bhnded their 
eyes, end the branches snapped with a crash, and 
the vipers slid ixom uuder their feet — ^now scouring 
ewampe where the eaarth quaked beneath them, and 
the heron's wings^ startling, brushed them, as the 
bfooding birds rose with a rush — now keeping foot> 
ing, as best they could, down narrow ledges of slip- 
pery rook, where the mosses gEded, and the stone 
orumhled under the crush of their thimdering gallop. 
Ifile on mile, league on league, were covered witb 
that breathless racing speed, that reckless course on 
giddy heights, that headlong plunge through tawny 
waters ; when any risk, darker than the rest, was in 
their way, his hand dosed on her bridle*rein, so 
that the peril which might menace her should* 
by no chance swerve by from him. She was his 
in these hours at least — his in her need, in her 
solitude, in her jeopardy, in her flight ; his now, for 
this one night, so far as bunds of mutual danger 
could 'SO render her, bo &r as his arm alone to shield 
her, his heart alone to beat for her, his strength 
alone to stand between her and her foes, could lend 
him right to hold her so ; his, while the net and the 
withes were about her^ and the sleuth-hounds were 
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tracking her down, even tliougii — if she ever again 
veached her freedom and her mermgatf bncd more 
— she should forget that he once had served her 
thus, and Ud him go and see her faai iko more. He 
Idived her nith an exceeding Idw x would he 

have brought her from her misery^ or less have laid 
doMm his life to teve hera; though he had 'known that, 
d^pjag thus, he should never have seen even one look 
tiisftb ihanked him. ^ 
Passion was stronger than pam, and gave him unw 
ebnfloionBnesB of it, as it had given him theihews and 
the sinews of giants in the contest whereby he had 
Ireed her; though the nuxnk's blows had been rained 
on him like a smith's blows on his anvil, and his 
.breast 'had been bmised and dinted and swollen by 
the grip of his priestly foe when they had strained 
and 'stifled each other like wreetlers in the death- 
fling, he had no feeling of suffering, no feeling of 
exhaustion. The glow of triumph was on him; 
the fragrance of the sultry night seemed to steep 
his senses in volnpiuons delight; the fierceness 
of contest and slaughter were still hot in his veins, 
and the hilling charm of a dream fell upon him 
while the world lay sleeping in silence and 
darkness. 

9 s 
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At every leap to which their hunters lo6C, the 
woimd that the iron had slashed opened as 
though the rubted axe afresh was Inirled at it ; at 
eveiy oonvukiye bound with which the beasts 
cleared some riven chasin of stone or some high 
aloe fence that lifted its sharp foliage ri^t in 
their course, the weight on his chest cauglit his 
breath, and the braised muscles ached to bursting; 
often the stars grew giddy above him, and the itic- 
ciole glittering among the leaves looked a confused 
heap of sparkling fire, till he could scarce tell which 
was earth beneath and which was sky above him; 
often faintness came over him from the loss of the 
blood that had soaked his fishing-shirt through, and 
the weight of the blows dealt upon him which, at 
the time of contest, he had felt no more than he felt 
now the gentle rain of syringa flowers as they were 
showered from boughs they broke asunder. Yet he 
had barely any knowledge of this ; he flung it off 
him, and was strong as he rode — strong to watch 
every danger that threatened her in their passage^ 
strong to lead their flight with a mountaineer's keen- 
ness of vision, a desertrhunter's instinct of guidance 
— strong to let her see no paleness on his face save 
the pallor of moonlight, no look in his eyes save the 
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iove that had dared all things for her, and would do 
80 unflinchingly on to the exkd, whatsoever that end 
might still be. A wild, senseless, fiery intoxication 
of joy was upon him ; he knew no* pain, he knew no 
weakness, he fled with her alone through the night. 
Come what future there would, no £Bte could wash 
this out, no fate could steal this from him; — that 
once hia arm had thrust dishonour and death back 
from her, that onoe bis heart alone had been her 
shield against her foes. 

The first grey gleam of dawn was breaking where 
the morning star hung in the deep mystical blue of 
night, when their horses, panting, worn, steaming, 
covered with ibam, and staggering in their gallop, 
tore down through forest glades of oak and bark into 
the heart of woods where once the altars of Dionysus 
had arisen, and the print upon the thyme where the 
wild goat had wandered had been kissed by shep- 
herds' Ups as sacred ground touched by the hallowing 
hoof of Pan. The wood stretched up a hiii-side s 
slope, dark' even by day, so thickly woven were the 
old gnarled boughs, so heavy was the foliage even in 
summer drought, from the hidden streams that ran 
beneath its soil, sun-sheltered and making cool liquid 
miisio through the gloom, rising none knew whence. 
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flowing none ]uiew wl^thery bat telling to ttU iviio 

chose to hear of the dead days when their song had 
mingled with the ^fr»fea8t diaats to Baoduig» and 
had borne their oadence in cQjnpanionship with the 
ihoyghts .of Yiigil or of Martial. No beat oonld 
reaoh^ no season paxch, those subterranean waters 
that beie and there welled up to sight, nuhing 
brown and bright under the moon, but soon were 
loat iigain in. the receSBes o£ the earth, and only 
traced by the rich herbage that grew wherever they 
wound, .'Or~wben the stillness was intense as 
Alpine solitudes — by the murmuring hollow ripple 
that told where they threaded their way through 
secret channels to th^ sea. Here the sun-rays 
oonld not touch , to .bom the grasses Uack ; here 
the twisted ]^a£age was fresh and dew-laden as 
though ..a norUiem . coolness . &aned them,; here .the 
silvery arum uncurled above the screened channels 
of the. broolfiSi here the white. heU^hora thrust its 
delicate head through mosses greuix aad curling as 
tfaoogkth^ gxew^under fingbah elni<>wood& 

And here in the deep loneliness, sunk. over their 
hoeka in the .water^fed. leeds. and\gcasBes^. tha worn- 
out horaes slackened speed and strained to reach a 
fireshet . that . brimmed and .bubbled under an Khie of 
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oaks ; and as the beatDcmg gallop panaecl, and tlie 

swift rush of the aii' ceased, as they entered thow 
dim aules that had the twilight gloom and calm of 
some mighty temple to forgotten gods, a sudden 
blindneas Tailed all things*— even her fiioe — from his 
sight, Eiceldoune swayed heavily forward on his 
saddle, the faintness of mortal pain Tonqiiidied him 
at last. 

With lE^eer insttnot he threw himself from his 
stirrups and staggered towards her; all was dark 
and sickly to his senses^^and the ixon bands seemed 
to ern^ tighter and harder roand his chest, straining 
out the veiy life ; but his thought was still for her, 
and he smiled in her eyes, though he could no longer 
see but only felt that they were on him. 

** Have no fear ; — it is nothing ! ** 

But even as the words left his hps his strength at 
length was conquered ; and senseleas from the less 
of blood, b® reeled.slightly, and feii^ head backward, 
on the earth. ' 

Almost ere he had fallen Idalia was beside him 
she had not dreamed that he was wounded of eves 
in suffering, till with those few gentle words he had 
swayed downward like a d3ring man. Then, where 
the moonlight strayed in through a parting, in the 
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branches above, she saw that his &oe was white as 

the arum lilies amongst which he fell, and that the 
snowy crowns of the flowers and their broad and 
pointed leaves were darkened with the stain of 
bloody soaking through the linen of his barcarolo's 
dress. He was stretched there as when first, under 
the Carpathian pine-woods, she had found him 
laid struck down by the bullets of the Greek 
assassin, with the vultures waiting above to swoop to 
their feast For many moments she knelt by Mm ; 
no tears rose before her sight, and her lips were 
pressed close without a sound, almost without 
a breath, but as she gazed an agony came in 
her eyes greater than any that the uplifted scourge 
or the locked fetters of her prison had wrung from 
her. 

She had seen so many perish for her, perish 
through her ; she bad seen the brave lives at Antina 
fall like the ears of wheat ripe to the reaping ; she 
had known that east and west^ fax and near, in the 
wide wastes of the Magyar-land as in the silent 
streets of Venice, in the snow-plains of the Musco- 
vite empire as in the laughing loveliness of Lombard 
meadows, men had poured out their blood like 
water at her bidding, under her will, only for sake of 
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that fiital beauty iMch xuany with their last breath 

in the battlefield or on the scaffold had cursed with 
bitter reproach, which some — and not so few-^had 
to the last still blessed. So many had died for her 1 
<i— and now he who had found at her hands but cold- 
ness and suffering, and gone without reward for a 
loyalty passing aU that even she had ever found, 
lay to all seeming dead or dying at her feet ; as a 
noble hound dies for its nustress* sake, dies faithful 
to the last, though never may her hand have 
given him one caress, though never may her lips 
have spoken more than careless command or chill 
dismissal 

She knew then tliai slie loved him ; loved him, 
not with pity, nor with disdain for it as weakness, 
nor witii mere warmth to one who had risked all 
things in her cause, but with a passion answering 
his own, With a passion holdmg the world worthless 
if he no more were numbered with the living. To- 
night, when his heart had throbbed against hers ; 
to-night, when his strength had stood between her 
and her destroyer ■ to-niglit, wiien his promise had 
been given her to save her with death, if no other 
freedom were left him wherewith to rescue her ; to- 
night^ she had known that she had loved him with 
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tiie love she had deemed dead in her heart, koh* 
possible to her nature ; she, with whom love had 
been but the sceptre with which to sway slaves/ the' 
mandragora with which to blind madmen, the 
supreme folly with which women, otherwke power** 
less, reach a power that mocks at kings and 
oreeds, and leign over the broadest empire of 
earth. 

She knelt by him, mnte^ motionless, with a* 

terrible longing in the eyes that had never quailed 
nnder Qiulio Yillaflor^s, and had made the Umbriair 
priest let fall the lash. In that moment^ in the' 
dlence and the. loneliness of the forest, where the 
shadows closed above them, and in all the width 
of ihe land there was not one whom she oould snniH 
mon to his aid, one whom she dared trust witL their 
lives, the angtiiah she had oftentimes too mercileBsly 

dealt, too lightly couuted, recoiled back on her. She 

learned what it could be to bear, this thing that men 

call love, this deadly gambling of heai% and thought, 
and sense, whidi casts all stakes in £ate upon the 
venture of anotha*'8 life ; she, who had watched that 
madness so <rften and so long, with oalm, oon- 
temptuous gaze, and tempted youth, and manhood, 
and age into it with a sorceress' smile, heeding the . 
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wreck fifae made no more than Groe lieeded those 
who went down beneath the waves because her white 
arms waved them to that fatal sea. She loved him 
now with a great love ; passionate, with the fire that 
slept in her, yet pure so far as remorse could bum 
it pure, and harrowed deep with a contrition that 
would have purchased freedom, and peace, and joy 
for him had it been possible, at any oost^ at eveiy 
saerifioe. 

The stillness was intense ; the solitude absolute as 
in adesei-t, no living thing was near, and had a peopled 
city been around in place of that profound impene- 
trable desolati<m, none could have been summoned 
to them; she had become as one plague-stricken, 
she was hunted down by Chorch and King, she oould 
not ask a draught of water from a peasant, or bid 
his help to bear her lover under a shealing^s shelter, 
Ihe very reeds and grasses trodden in their ^ht 
might tell their course and betray their resting- 
place, the very moments might be numbered in 
whidi she could even watch beside him here un- 
pursued, unarrested. Though he perished before 
her sights she could not readi for htm even the 
cour of a beggar's wallet or a charcoal-bumer s roof. 

The linen of &e ishing-shiit. had laU^ open 
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on hiB breast, and by the flickering light shed 
through the leaves she saw where the blows had 
fallen &st as bail upon his chest, that was stroDg as 
any corslet of steel, but blackened and beaten by 
them like the steel after a long close battle; his 
head had sunk back, he had reeled down senseless 
from exhaustion; through the crushed arums the 
slender stream of the blood still Howed till the snowy 
cups were filled with it as though they were purpled 
by wine ; she had looked many a time on deaths and 
death seemed to her on his face now, as it had done 
when beneath the mountain pmes she had hrst seen 
the carrion birds waiting and hovering above his 
sightless eyes. 

For the moment she had no strength, no conscious* 
ness to seek to save him ; she kucit beside him, 
knowing nothing save that through her he too must 
be sacrificed, that for her this life also had been laid 
down, unoounting its own loas^ yielding up its breath 
without reproach, forced nobly on to perish in her 
defence. She stooped over him, with that look in 
her eyes with which she had gazed" down on the 
lifeless frame of Carlo of Yiaua^ only that now; 
beside remorse, there were a grief and a passion 
deeper yet than zemorse alone. 
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That gaze, though he lay senseless unJer it, seemed 
to have power upon him still, as when first under the 
Carpatliian sea-pines it had been bent on him in the 
glow and fulness of the noon, never again to be for- 
gotteu. His eyes, blind and seeing nothing but the 
swaying motion of the leaves, still instinctively looked 
upward seeking hers. A heavy sigh heaved his 
breast^ — a sigh in which words brokenly rose to his 
lips and died. 

"Leave me. Save yourself." 

His one thought was still of her ; his one instinct 
still was for her. A quiver shook her irom head to 
foot, as fear, and danger, and the pressure? of the 
poisoned steel against her bosom, had had no 
strength to shake her grand and fearless courage. 
He was faithful to her thus — to the last — and she 
had given him no recompense save this — ^to die for 
her. 

Her head bowed its haughty royalty downward 
and downward until her brow rested on his breast^ 
and her hands drew his within them agabst the 

beating of her heart. 

. " Oh, truest, noblest ! " she murmured, " I know it 

now. I love you, if love be any wortL" 
Through the sickening delirium in which his mind 
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was floating, through the darkness that closed on 
sight and BODse, and seemed to him, as to her, the 
prenaging shadows of dissolution, the words reached, 
the touch thrilled him, irith an electric shodL, a 
sweetness of hope so wild, so rich, so breathless, that 
it called him back to consciousness, as in priestly 
l^ends the touch of the anointing dirism has 'Sum- 
moned the departing soul to earth. 

He raised himself slightlj with conTulrire strength, 
a living warmth Hushed his bloodless features. 

*'Saj it a^ain I " he whispered, with that teirible 
doubt still in his look of one who fears the joj he 
touches' will TOnisb mocking him. "Say it once 
more — once more I " 

Through the mist before his vision, thioogh the 
blackness of the forest shades, through the haze of 
flickering foliage, and watery moonlight, and stars 
that seemed to stoop and touch the earth, he saw her 
eyes grow humid, lustrous^ gentle with an infinite 
gentleness. 

'* Say that I love you f Yes — I say it now.** 

The words were low and slowly uttered ; proud 
still, for in them she yielded £ur, but tender with a • 
tenderness the deeper for that pride which stooped, 
not without lingering reluctance still, to own itself 
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disanned. - The glory that skcme pae moment on his 

&ce ahe had never seen save in her youth's earliest 
dsaams of ihe gfeiy on the fiwes of the gods; for— let 
the wo3^1d lie of her as it would-T-to none had she 
ever spoken as she spoke now tor him, while her 
voice was sweet as sorcery and filled with unshed 
teais- that would not gather in her eyes, but were 
driven back to her heart in grief that mingled with 
the poignancy of softer thoughts and tenderness un- 

loosed at last. 

Then, at last^ its ecstasy reached him, and he 
knew that it was truth — truth that rushed 
through him like the wild potency of some 
eastern drug, burning, blinding, lulling every sense 
like opium-mingled wine. He lifted himself from 
where he lay, he stretched his arms out to her, he 
strove with futile efibrt to strain his gaze through 
the mists of pain, to free his strength from the 
bonds of exhaustion; and once more it was in 
vain— once more he fell back, powerless, senseless, 
yet with his thoughts keeping their hold on their 
one memory of her, and still with that glow as of 
light upon his face. His hps moved faintly in words 
that scarcely stizied the grave-like silence of the deep 
oak-woods : 
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''0 God! — ^if it be love— not pity— stoop down 
and kiss me once.'^ 

She was silent awhile, looking motionless upon 
him in the grey, fitful, shadowy haze, that was dusky 
and darkened by the massive canopy of foliage 
above ; then — with a faint flush rising over the 
weary fairness of her face — slower and lower she 
drooped her imperial bead, and let ^her lips X€8t in 
the answer that he prayed for on his own. 
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''WRT MUST f 'NEATS THE LEAVES OF COBONAI 

PBESS ANY KISS OF FARDOX ON THY BKOW?" 

The earliest dawn had broken eastward^ where 
the mountains stretched — the dawn of a southern 
summer, that almost touches the sunset of the past 
night—but under the dense shadows of the old woods 
that had sheltered the mystic rites of Gnostics and 
echoed with the Latin hymns to Pan, no light 
wandered There was only a dim silvery haze 
that seemed to float over the whiteness of the tall- 
stemmed arum lilies and the foam-bells of the water 
that here and there glimmered under the rank vege- 
tation, where it had broken from its hidden channels 
up to air and space. Not a sound disturbed the 
intense stillness; that the night'waned iind the world 
wakened, brought no change to the solitudes that 
men had forgotten, and only memories of dead- 
deserted gods still haunted in the places of their 
lost temples, whose columns were now the sea-pines' 
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siems, and on whose fieilleii altars and whose shattered 
sculptures the lizard made her shelter and the wind- 
sown grasses seeded and took lool Of the once 
graceful marble beauty and the incense-steeped 
stones of sacrifice nothing remained but moss-grown 
shapeless fragments, buried beneath a pall of leaves 
by twice a thousand autumns. Tet the ancient 
sanctity still rested on the nameless, pathless woods ; 
the breath of an earlier time, of a younger season of 
tbQ earth, seemed to lie yet upon the. untroubled 
forest ways; the whisper of the unseen waters 
had a dream-like, unreal cadence ; iu the deep 
shade, in the warm fragrance andthe<heavy gloom, 
there was a yoluptuous yet mouruiul cliann — the 
world seemed so fax, the stars shone so near ; there 
were the sweetness of rest and tlie oblivion of 
passion. 

When her Hps had touched his, life had seemed to 
return to him; he lay in a trance vague as a 
rapturous dream. - He was powerless to answer her ; 
he had no consciousness, ^ save the one sense of a 
joy that in its intensity was half delirium ; he had 
no remembrance^ save that he held . himself dying, 
and felt death, glorious, welcome as the richest life 
that ever poured its golden wine out in the sunlight 
of youth<-»felt like the lover who, daughteied at his 
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vtOB^xeB^B- feet and leaming by Iub fall her love> mur- 
mured with his latest words. 

It was ordained to be 90 sweet, and best 
Comes now, beneath thine eyes and on thy breaaty 
Still kiss me ! Care not for the cowarde i Care 
Only to put aside thy beauteous hair 
My blood wiU hurt 

Stretched there motionless, strengthless, seeing only 
the gase of her .eyes in the dimnesB, and feelmg the 
depth of the sohtude in which their lives were alone, 
as in the awfol stillness of a desert, he knev not yet 
whether this w;is truth, or whether dying visions 
mocked hkn — ^whether this spiritoal stilhiess round 
him, this madness of incredulous Lope, this breath of 
whispered words that fEoined his hair, this caress 
that burned one moment on his lips, were not the 
mere phantoms of Tain desires dreaming of the joys 
denied to them for ever. For a while she let him lie 
ihoB, with his head sunk back against her heart, and 
his eyes alone speaking as they gazed up with their 
dog-like fidelily : she had no thought now that this 
was death which had come to him ; she knew that 
he would live as surely as though with that answer 
to his prayer she had breathed back the certainty of 
existence upon his lips ; and she knelt there silent 
and immovable, letting the mome^^ts drift on, for- 

D 2 
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getfal alike of time, of danger, of fligb.t« and of pur- 
suit ; remembering no more than if they had never 
been, alike the agony that was of the past, an4 
the jeopardy that waa htili of the future. On the 
dauntless courage — ^the courage of Marathon that had 
revived in her — ^perii had fiaii and passing hold : 
and in the deep boBom of these untracked and classic 
woodlands ail sense of mortal fear seemed lost in 
their profound peace, their nameless melancholy, 

their ethereal lulling charm. 

At last^ as though smitten suddenly with the sharp 
iron of recollection, she moved from him, rose, and 
went firom the great oak shelter where he lay. 

*' Love ! love ! What have / to do with love ? '* 
she murmured, as she leaned her arms on the broken 
slab of the old stone altar, and let her head droop 
downward on them. A flood of memories, a tide of 
thought rushed on her from the years of her past ; 
on the impulses of a gratitude touched to the core 
by the fealty and devotion of his defence, she had. 
let words escape her that pride ^ad silenced, and 
weightier chains fettered for so long, that she would 
have taken her oath no pity for him would ever 
shake, no 3Helding in herself would ever lead her 
to revoke, the decree of severance from her for 
ever, which she bad uttered unfalteringly on the 
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night by the Capri sea. It was done; — he knew 
now that she gave him back some measure at least 
of that passion wherewith he adored her. She gave 
him loye — she who had held it with so superb a 
disdain as the dalliance of fools, or the sensuali^ 
of libertines; she who used the whole power, of .its 
empire but as a weapon, a mask, a snare, a meaiiis 
scorned in itself for ends nearer her heart and 
worthier the consecration of her thoughts than she 
deemed that any single life could ever become to 
her. For the fiiist time — whatever calumny might 
say, or vain jealousy upbrsad her with — ^for the first 
time the softness of this passion had touched her, 
and its caress been given by her. She had made a 
slave of its madness many a time, or lashed it into 
fury when she needed, as the priestesses of oriental 
altars tamed or enraged the beasts which they 
crowned with flowers only, later on, to lead them out 
to sacrifice. That she would ever render it back, 
that she would ever feel to it other emotion than a 
half contemptuous compassion, had seemed impos- 
sible to her for so long. Moreover, when of late 
some sense of its tenderness had stolen on her, some 
echo in her own heart been awakened to the strong 
vibrations of his> she had known that the bonds 
which bound her could never be loosened, and she 
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had told herself that she had no title to, no fitness 
for, a noble and unsullied homage. 

Where she leaned now againsi the ruined altar- 
stoues» remorse, keen as though their ioye were guilt, 
weighed on her. He had justly won his right to all 
of joy, of honour, and of peace, that she could give 
the liberator and defender of her life ; he had been 
willing to purchase liberty for her at loss of all things 
to himself; he had merited the tenderness she had 
yielded to him by seiTice which no gratitude ren- 
dered could repay : — and she knew that, in all like- 
lihood, the sole reward her love would bring to him 
would be a violent death by shot or steel : a fftte as 
merciless as the blow his Abruzzian foe had dealt at 
hiin that night. An exceeding bittemesa came on 
her — ^a heart-sickness of regret. Why had not lie 
come to her in the early years of her youth 1 Why . 
had not this thing, since at last it reached her, 
been wakened in her while yet it would have sufficed 
to her, while yet it would have had no shadow cast 
upon it irom the past, while yet no self-reproach, 
no weariness of doubt, no fever of reckless ambition, 
and no darkness of untold bondage, of fettered action, 
of dead memories, would have stretched between 
them ? The poignancy of that cruel remembrance, 
^ too late," which had passed over her when she had 
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leaned against her prison casement, and seen him 
look apwurd ia the tamy torrid heat of the mo- 
nastic marshes, was with her now. 

She had' tdd him that he was dear to her, and she 
knew him to be so ; knew that she could go to his 
side and' promise him a love that should be no 
mockery and no treachery, but a living truth, deep 
and i?ann, and Tooted fast in honour. 

She had known many who, in other things, 
equalled or far surpassed him ; she had known every 
splenduur of intellect, every dignity of power, every 
bhilianoe of fascination in the men of every oountzy 
who had been about her iu so many changing throngs, 
but none amongst them had touched her as the 
singleness and the self-sacrifice of Erceidoune's devo- 
tion touched her, and none had roused in her the 
mingled pity and reverence ^vliicii the hopelessness 
of his passion and the chivalry of his character had 
roused in her almost from the first moment of their 
intercourse. There was a bold free carelessness of 
manhood ; there was a lofty fearless reading of 
honour and its bonds; there was a noble simplicity 
and an antique grandeur in the cast of his- nature, 
that had won from her what she had never felt to 
those amongst her lovers who had charmed her with* 
an intellect a thousand times more subtle, wooed her 
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with a domifiion infinitely more commanding than 

his could ever have been, eveu had the fortunes of 
his race never fallen as they had done, or the pur* 
suits of a Btatesmau's glories ever beea possible to 
the untamed Border blood. 

When in the gloom of the monastery's corridors,, 
vdth a hundred human tigers thirsty for slaughter 
swarming irom their dens^ she had been guarded by 
his arms and shielded on his breast, his heart had 
wakened her own with its quick beating ; when in 
the darkness of the night she had made him pledge 
his word to serve her by a death-shot if to give iier 
freedom from dishonour otherwise were forbidden 
him, she had felt to this man, whose eyes answered 
hers in comprehension of that loathing of captivity, 
that disdain of the terrors of the grave, what was 
nearer akin to reverence than the imperial temper 
of Idalia had ever yielded to any. 

He loves me ! Te^ as no man, I think, loved 
me yet ! " she thought " But he loves me because 
he believes in me. How long should I leign with 
him if he knew ? — ^if he knew ? ** 

That was the iron weight on her, which made her 
whole frame sink with that fettered worn-out fatigue 
and desolation against the ivy-covered stones in the 
motionless musing that succeeded to the breathless^ 
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fearless^ intoxication of danger and of flight. It 
would not have been possible to her to do as many 
weaker and less truthful natures do — seek shelter in 
self^vafiion, and turn the very nobility and trust of 
the man who loyed her into the withes to bind him, 
and the band to blind him. It would not have been 
possible to her to stoop and touch his lips with hers^ 
if on hers there were ever to be for him the shame of 
falsehood or the disgrace of subterfuge. When once 
she had answered him with that caress he prayed for, 
when once she had murmured to him, " I love you ! 
she had acknowledged to herself his light that there 
should never be one thing in her past or her present 
screened £:om him, one truth veiled, one act dis- 
torted. And on her, silence was bound ; either way, 
withholding all or giving all the records of her past^ 
she saw herself a tnutress to her creed of triSith and 
justice — a traitress alike to others and herself. 

Lost in thought, and weakened now more than 
she knew by her captivity, by the scant coarse f > el 
and noxious air of her prison-house, and by the wiM 
speed of the lengthened headlong midnight ride, she 
sat there in the still deep shadows of the oak glades* 
with the faint grey hue of the young day serving but 
to deepen into blacker sombreness the colonnades of 
trees. She had left him on the sudden sting of 
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many memories — memories which made it deadly to 
her i»ide to have bent ihua to pasaion and to pity — 
memories which recalled to her that she had no right 
to bind in with her own the fate of one who hnmght 
to her the loyalty of perfect faith in her nature, the 
ddenceleasness of perfect ignorance of her past. * ^e 
had done him evil enough; she had saved his life 
onee, only to chain it so to hen that its doom* must 
be whatever her own became ; for her he had riisked 
liberty, existence, everthing save honour, ungmdg- 
ingly, and with the lavish laigesse of a priixcely 
giver, who would have held no gift as any worth, no 
suffering as any sacrifice ; now — at the last — she had 
surrendered her love to him, and listened to his own. 
She knew that there were thousands who would tell 
him that this was the dai^est evil of all that^ through 
her, had befallen him. And at her heai't ached a 
burning, endless, futile pain, rather for him than for 
herself, though for herself there was sharp anguish 
in the knowledge that the world would tell him all 
love rendered from her could be but a graeefiil lie to 
fool him to his peril, an eloquent simulation to cheat 
hhn into misery, a mockery, hollow as it was be- 
guiling, to draw him downward, Circe-like, to his 
destaiictioa 

Her head was sunk on her hands; her thoughts 
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had diified &r in that vague, tinieal muaiDg which 

comes after long fasting and severe exertion ; she 
was uncoiutciauB that he followed her wistfully with 
his gaze, like a dog, as she left him, and slowly, 
staggeringly, after a whil% roBe> steadying himself 
by the boles of the oak tranks, and came towards 
her with the dizziness of his wound still on him, but 
the ardent glow and the bewildered doubt of feverish 
joy warm on his faucQ and eager in his glance. She 
was unconsdoiis, even, that he was near tiU his hand 
touched her ; then, as she started at the touch, she 
once again forgot that the world held any other 
than his life and hers. Stoopiug, he looked down 
into her eyes ; a look so longing, so incredulous, so 
straining with hope and fear, as a man might give 
into the deep brown depths of fathomless waters in 
whose light he sees some long-lost priceless jewel 
gleaming. 
"Is it true?" 

As his voice quivered on the w<»ds he read its 

truth. Doubt was no longer with him as he gazed 
down on her jfoce ; but with a ciy from his veiy 
heaiL, lie drew her in his arms as he had held her 
against the onslaught of her foes ; he gave back that 
one caress with breathless kisses on her Hps and 
blow ; he foigot danger, and pain, and all things 
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upon earth, save that this woman he worshipped 
was his in all her splendid grace, in all her sovereign 
loveliness ; the world reeled round him — he felt 
blind, and drunk, and mad. And Idalia for the 
instant made him no resistance, but let her beauty 
lie in the arms that so well had shielded it^ and let 
her head rest upon the breast that had been as a 
buckler rained on by a thousand blows between her 
and her enemies. 

This trance of sweet foigetfulness^ this momentary 
banishment of every bitter thing, she at least could 
give him, and he had earned his right to it. For 
the moment, also, she too shared it. She felt nothing 
but the softness, the silence, the voluptuous aban- 
donment of the emotion so long contemptuously dis- 
credited and unswervingly repressed as owning any 
power to sway or move her heai*t. 

Then slowly, and with her old reluctance to 
yield to so much weakness blent with a deeper and 
a keener pain, she drew herself gently from 
him. 

« Do not thank me for my love. The world will 
tell you it is worthless, and can have no strength 
save to destroy." 

For all answer he sank down at her feet, his arms 
about her still, his hands on hers, his eyes looking 
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Upward to her own' with such a radiance in them as 
she had never seen in any human gaze. 

" Destroy me as yon will, so that you love me ! " 

Mad words ; — she had heard many such, yet they 
had never borne the meaning to her that these bore 
to her now. A shudder passed over her as she 
heard, a chillnesB of icy cold She knew it might 
well be that nothing save ruin might come to 
him through her. She stooped towards him, affd 
her lips q^uivered a little as the answer stole from 
them. 

" Well, — many wiH tell you that no other fate can 
ever come to yon from me.** 

** Whoever does will find his lie his last word." 
*'But— iflsayso?" 

* I have answered. Do what you will, since you 
have blessed me thua" 

Blessed you ? God knows •** 

Slow tears welled into her eyes as she saw his own 
so full of longing eloquence, where he gazed at Ler 
in the faintness of the waking day that left the forest 
gloom and forest hush around them. His trust was 
sweet to her, and yet so bitter ; sweet because she 
knew that her heart gave it the answer it believed 
and sought, bitter because she knew that her past 
could never merit it or meet it. She passed her 
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liand softly over his forehead with a gtestore thst 
ham her had deeper tenderness thaa iax more pas<» 
sionate demonstiatioiiB from natures more 3rislding 
and less proud 

'^What you have suffered for me!** she mur- 
muTod. "What jou have dime and dared! You 
mmt my whole life's dedioation for sach love-^-siioh 
service. And — ^that life is so little worthy of you." 

The woman who so late had fronted Qiolio Yillar 
BoT with 80 superb a resistance^ so deiiaut a HiaHain • 
the woman who had laughed at the threats and the 
prayers of her lovers^ as of her foes^ with so cold and 
so careless a contempt; the woman who had hem 
tranquil before death, pitiless in power, victorious 
against outrage, and without mercy in fasciaAtion, 
felt abased, heart-stricken, smitten with a weaiy 
shame, before the loyal gaze of the man who held 
her life as the most V£dued and moat stainless gift 
the world could hold for him. To a nature inte- 
graliy truthful and integrally noble, however warped 
by cironmstance or error, the deadliest stingy the 
surest awakener of remorse, will always lie in the 
peifeot £ttlh of another's im^dicit confidoice. Steeled 
to venom, careless of censure, and contemptuous of 
rebuke, it will bend, contrite and self-aooQnnng, before 
the hdelity and clearness of one regard that vows a 
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nmple and imsuUied belief ihiongh ail and against 

alL 

He doubted that he heard her zightly. To him it 

seemed that he had no earthly thing or claim by 
which to win her; and ho held his service in her 
cause ijo more deserving of her care than he held 
the wolf-hound's at her feet 

" Worthy of me / " he echoed, his voice still faint 
with exhaustion, but breathless wiih the incredulous 
joy that seemed to make tenfold strength flow back 
into his limbs, tenfol4 iorpe ,ann.him steel-clad to 
save her/- "Oh,- my love, my life, my empress, my 
wife I — what am I that I should ever share one 
thought of yours!" ^ 

She started shghtly; a flush <^ warmth passed 
over the paleness of her face; a half smile came on 
her lip% sad yet doubtful, wondering yet reverent. 
' "You would make me your wife— stilll" 

She spoke almost dreamily, with a touch of ques- 
ti<mi]ig doubt in her words as in her smile, while 
at the same time they returned to her something of 
that negUgence of hauteur, something of that royalty 
of challenge, which were as inherent in her as though 
she had woi^ tho crowns of empires. 

He started to his feet, staggering with the weak- 
ness of his wound. 
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" Tott ask itt Do you not know that I feel mad 

"with the mere licence only to touch your hand with 
mine ? And — what insult do you think that I can 
dare to offer you 1 ** 
"None." 

She looked at hini full in the eyes, with a tender- 
ness infinitely melancholy, a gase intense in its calm 
imspoken thought. 

" Then why " 

She smiled slightly, with something of her old 
delicate irony, her own contemptuous unsparing 
cynicism, which never was more unsparing than to 
herself. ^ 

** Why ? Well, — ^you may hare heard that I have 
no great belief in marriage, and little favour for it ; 
and the answer was not sure, or would not have 
been, rather, if you were as other men. What do 
you know of me ? Where have you lived, if you 
have not heard my name coupled with evil i Why 
should you deem so much scruple needful with a 
woman whom you found a conspirator in chains — a 
prisoner, degraded to the mercy of Monsignore 
Villaflor?*' 

A great darkness swept ovqt her face as. she spoke 

her persecutor's name, though through the bitterness 
and moumiulness of all her speech there ran the 
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vein of reckless, caareless, satirical disdain, which had 

grown to be as her second nature in many tilings, 
and had so long heen used as her surest veil to every 
deeper unackiiowiedged feeling. 

The wistful uncertain pain which that tone had 
ever brought into his look was in it now, as he 
stooped towards her. He felt that he had no com- 
prehension of her, but he was content — with that 
magnificent foUy which is so noble in its rash unwis- 
dom — that he loved her, and believed in her. 

" I know notliing of your life — true. But make it 
one with mine, and I shall hold it as the divinest 
gift on earth ; and if any dare calumniate it, they 
will find their reckoning with me. Oh, my love, my 
mistress, my idol 1 only give me the title to defend 
your honour against the whole world 1 " 

The tears stood once more in her eyes as she 
heaid the passionate prayer, to which the tremor in 
his voice gave a yet deeper pathos — a yet more 
imploring eagerness. She grew paler still as she 
heard ; a sigli from her heart's depths ran tiirough 
Her. The more faith he lavished on her, the more 
sublimely mad the blindness of his chivalry, the 
more heavily Belf*rebuke smote her, the farther 
the iron entered into her soul, and the farther 
she stood in her own sight from any fitness with 

TOL. IJI. E 
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tlus mua's noble simplicity of trust * She bent 

towardB him, leaning ber head one moment on his 
hands, whete he stood above her — that brightphaiied 
pride-crowned head, that had borne itself with such 
imperial .coiiEa|;e above the yftas saci ^ of Antina» 
above the priestly herd of the monastic hall, was 
lowered with the abasement of a brave and ening 
nature, struck to the core with self-chastisement, 
and refusing to accept one shade of worship of which 
it knew itself unworthy. 

Listen 1 " she said, softly, while a bitterness, that 
waii to herself not to him, lent a strange tlu'ill and 
force to the low-murmured words — " hsten ! I have 
said 1 love you — love you as I never thought to love 
— my noblest, bravest, best I But it is because I do, 
tliat I tt^ll you I am unworthy of your generous faith 
— ^that I tell you there had better be separation be- 
tween us now and foi ov er. I will not urge on you 
to leave me because while with me you share my 
danger. You are too brave to be insulted with such 
a plea ; but I do say, forget that I have ever con- 
fessed you have grown dear to me, abandon eveiy 
hope that I can bring you any happiness ; do as I 
bade you when last we parted — ^hate me, scorn me, 
condemn me, if you will ; do anything, save trust 
your happiness to me t There are many women who 
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can lay bare their hearts to you like an open book, 
make one of them the holder of your honotu; tihey 
alone merit it, and I am not amongst them. Who 
can know me as I know myself I Believe me, then« 
wbeh I tell you the greatest cruelty I can do to you 
is to bestow on you my love." 

He heard her silently ; but not as he had heard 
her bid him leave her and oondemn her the last 
night they had stood together above the sea at 
Capri. He knew now that she loved him ; knowing 
that, he lefused to take a decree of divorce between 
them, even from her lips ; he claimed a title that he 
would never] surrender, though through years he' 
should vainly assert his right to it The strong pas- 
sion and the staunch patience of his nature weie 
welded together, persistent and invulnerable. 

''Let me judge that/' he said, simply. '* If I pre- 
ferred misery at your hands, rather than paradise at 
any other^s, I should have the right to make the 
Aoice," 

" Yes» and I the right to guard you from the firuits 

of your own madness. You love me with a love that 
needs an angel to be worthy it ; and I — have 
thought of late, that if those tyrants yonder had 
killed me under the worst tortures they could frame, 
lliey would have done on me no more than my just 
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due; they would only fittingly have avenged all 

those who died by shot and steel through me." 
. " Whati« your life, then V 
. His voice sank very low, his face was very colour- 
leas, as he leaned over her. Believe even her own 
witness <against her he did not, would not , but he 
knew that some dark thread ran through her life's 
golden web — he knew that ^orae deadly remorse 
underlay the brilliancy of her gifts and of her sway, 
and beyond these he knew nothing of it, no more 
than he knew of the track, and the spring, and the 
destiny of the unseen waters that wound their way 
beneath the herbage and the lilies at his feet» 
whether downward to nethermost depths of gloom, 
or outward to the fair freedom of the sea, none had 
told, or ever would telL 

" What is it r ' she repeated, dreamily. " Well, 
beyond all, it is a long regret'' 

Many regret who are but the prey of others." 
Perhaps ; but my regret is — ^remorse." 

" Well, may not even that oftentimes be noUe ?" 

She gave a gesture of dissent, while the smile that 
had in it more saduess than tears, though it had 
also her old cardess satire in it, passed a moment 
over her face. 

" You bade me once not ask you to turn sophist 
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for my saka Do not turn so now. You have your 
own bold broad creeds of simple honour and dis* 

honour ; keep to them ; men wander too far from 
them into subtle windings now." 

His teeth clenched on his beard with an £igony of 
impotent impatience. 

0 Grod ! do not tritie with philosophies i Answer 
me straightly, for the pity^of Heaven j what ia your 
life tliat you repent it thus ? " 

" I cannot tell you wholly. It is enough that it 
has forfeited ail right to such a trust as yours." 
' ''Nay, let me judge that, I say again. Let me 
ludge fully — give me your confidence, your history ; 
did I not swear to you that the worst trial would 
never change niy fealty ? I love you, my sovereign, 
my soiceress 1 What matters it to me whence you 
come, what you bring 

His voice, that had been grave with a gentle com- 
mand as he spoke the first words, sank down to the 
hot, vehement, reckless utterance of a love that was 
reaJy to take, risk, suffer, and imperil all things bo 
that only the sweetness of her lips closed onoe again 
OIL his, so that only tiie gill of her loveliness were 
yielded to him one hour. 

She rose, aud looked him once more in the eyes, 
with a serene, fathomless gaze^ in that pity and that , 
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reverence which blent strangely and intricately in 
the feeling she bore towards this man who waa at 
once her slave and her defender. 

No/' she 8aid> slowly ; " it would matter nothing 
to you if you sought me as your mistress ; but — as 
your wife ? You told me oncQ the stainlessness of 
your name was the only inheritance that you still 
held fxom your ancestors.'* 

He gave a shorty sharp sigh as tliough a knife had 
been plunged into the nerves that his wound had 
laid bare; her words bore but one significance to 
him. Ere she had time to resist^ his arms were 
round her; he crushed her against his breast^ he 
looked down into her eyes with a terrible longing 
prayer. 

" Answer me ; answer me yes or no, or you will 
kill me ; and forgiye me if the question is an out- 
rage — ^you madden me till I must ask it. Is there any 
shame in your past that forbids you to hold and keep 
my honour ? ** 

The last words sunk so low that they scarcely 
stirred the biieiice as they stole to her , for the 
moment she was silent ; she longed for his sake to 
sever him from all communion with her, she desired 
for his sake to bid him leave for ever one who nmst 
withhold from him all he had the just right to seek 
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in the leoords of her past ; she hesitated one instaat 

whether she should not render herself up to his 
ntmost abhoneiiice» that by this means, since none 
other couid avail, he would be parted from her fate 
for evermore. Almost she chose the sacrifice ; she 
had strength far passing that of wuiiien, and she had 
the generous self-abandonment of a nature which 
scorned self-pity, and — once bending to love — loved 
nobly. She was sOent ; then as she looked up and 
saw the gaze wherewith he watched that silence 
which wrote on her a condemnation deadlier to him 
than words could ever have uttered, her courage 
forsook her, she had no force to yield herself up to 
his hatred and his loathing ; to let hfm believe this 
of her waa to let him be made desolate by a lie, and 
all the regal temper of her race arose and refused 
to bear falsely the yoke of shame even to save 
him, even to do towards him what she deemed her 
duty and his defence. She lifted her head, and 
looked him once again fully in the eyes, caJmly, 
unflinchingly, though a flush of warmth came over 
her face. 

** Nothiiig — in your sense. But in mine much.** 
"Thank God I — thank Godl Against the world, 

against all destiny, ay, even against yoiurself, you 

SHALL be mine ! " 
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He had never heard the laat woids; the first 

sufficed to make the wild joy course like fire through 
his yeinSy to light the future with the glory of un- 
utterable gladness, to give her to hiui theu and for 
ever ; his owiii let all the earth stand against them, 
or let her own will forbid him her beauty and her 
tenderness as she would. The one agonised dread 
that had stifled him as with a hand of ice through 
the last moments was gone ; he feared no other 
thing — not even death, since if that smote her it 
should strike lam with the same blow. 

He would not release her from his embrace ; he 
held her there, with the loosened trail of her hair 
floating over his chest and his ceaseless kisses on her 
lips ; he forgot that every hour of their lives might 
be numbered, that they had just broken from a 
prison that might yawn a&esh for them, and enclose 
them beyond hope ere even another day had passed ; 
that he knew no more of her past now than he had 
known when first her hand had held the curled leaf 
filled with water to his parching lips in the Car- 
pathian woods; he heeded nothing; remembered 
nothing, asked nothing, since her eyes had told him 
more surely yet than her words that no shame 
rested on her to divorce her in the sole sense in 
which he would accept shame to have the power to 
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part tliem. It was neither the uorid's calumnious 
hreatbi^ nor the slander of rivalled lovers, that could 
have teiTors for the man who had pierced his way to 
her through dungeon walls^ and torn off her the 
leopard fangs of Giulio Tillaflon and fought his 
passage with her through levelled weapons, and the 
storm of blows, and the battle of the hot Italian 
night It was not for libel or for lie that he would 
surrender her — he who had thrown his manhood and 
his life on one reckless venture to secure her free- 
dom, on one uncounted stake to touch her hand 

Hgftip, 

While he had believed that he was no more to her 
than the hound beside them — nay, scarce so much — 
he had been content to hold his silence, to save her 
without thought of recompense, to obey her im- 
plicitly, and to hold her as high above him as the 
morning stars that, through the dawn, shone in the 
blue heights above the forest But now that once he 
knew she loved him, it would have been easier to 
shake off a lion from his desert foe, when once the 

desert rage was at its lieiglit, than to force him to 

yield up the claim that her love gave him to Idalia. 

I knew it — I knew it ! " he murmured, as he 
stooped his head over her, and wondered even yet 
whether this were aught but the sweet vain mockeiy 
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of some mandra^ora-given dream. " Dishonour with 
you 1 — ^it were impossible. Ah God I why will yoa 
belie jourstif with such self-coudemnatioii ? — you 
who are noblest among women^who chose death 
rather than that villain's touch ? " 

"Hush I that was nothing. I should have been 
&lse indeed to all the traditions of my race if I had 
had fear of that moment's pang idiich the Pagan 
world held the signal of release— which Christians 
alone have raised into a gigantic nameless terror. 
But*' — she drew herself from his arms as she spoke, 
and stood with the dignity that had awed even the 
ruthless Prelate, blent with an infinitely gentler sad- 
ness than had ever been upon her — " do not cheat 
yourself with thinking that I have no errfws on me. 
I have grave ones, dark ones. In your sense, it ia 
true, there is nothing to part us ; but in my own 
conscience there ia much to make me unlit for ever 
for such love as you bestow. See 1 I tell you that 
those men died at Antina through my work ; I tell 
you that many more lives than theirs have been lost^ 
sent to their graves by me • I teii you that I have 
made all men who fell boieath my sway serve me 
for one end, not a mean one, indeed, but one to 
which I saeiificed everything and every one Tuth> 
lessly, and did more ruin than you ever dream, or I 
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could ever measure. I tell you that the chief of my 
faistocy must renuun hidden from you.— for a while, 
at least ; perhaps for ever ; and that if you had lived 
less in your wandering freedom and more in the 
intrigue of cities, you would have heard every evil, 
every danger, every unsparing soiceiy, and every 
pitiless unscrupulousness attributed to my name, and 
*— for the most part — brightly. Kow, knowing this 
for the mere outline of a deadly truth, you can 
scarce call me 'noblest among women/ and you 
will be mad if into my hands you yield 3^ur 
future. Believe me, and fly from me while you 
may." • 

She stretched her hands out to him with a gesture 
of &iewell, that had in it an exceeding tenderness' I 
she loved him well enough to do for him what she 
had done for no other'-Hsave him from his own pas- 
sions, spare him from herself. 

He took her hands in his, and laid his lips on 
them in one long kiss; then lifted his head and 
raised his eyes to her with a jegpxd in which a 
feeling, far deeper than the mere voluptuous fervour 
of the senses, blent with a loyalty grave and calm as 
that of one wlio pledges his life, not lightly, but 

witting what he does — looked at her softly and 
thoughtftdly, . 
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That is idle ; I will never leave you Tunv while 

there ia breath in me. It may be that you have that 
which you repent of; few women have such sorcery 
as yours, and use it wholly blamelessly ; but what 
I trust is, not your past but your nature/ and 
what I ask is, not your secret but your love. It is 
too late to Bpeak of our ever parting ; I will make 
you mine in the teeth of all, even of your own will, 
now that once you have let me know that your 
heart is with me. And — do you not think that I 

have tenderness enough in me to pardon much, if 

there be ought to pardon ? Do you not think that 
I have justice enough to hold you in higher honour 
for your noble truth than I could ever hold the pale, 
poor, feckless virtue that should have no stain be- 
eause it had no glory, and had never fallen in any 
path because it followed coldly the straight one of 
self-interest 1 Idalia ! — I can bring nothing worthy 
you, save a straight stroke to free you and a whole 
strength to love you ; but since you have no scorn 
for those, take my future now and for ever — ^I trust 
you as no man ever trusted woman." 

He spoke from his inmost ^ul — spoke with that 
vivid simple eloquence whidi came to him in 
moments of intense feeling ; Und it stirred her heart 
as none had ever staned it ; no qualities could have 
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won the reverence of her wayward, dominant, and 
world^wom nature^ as it was won by hk chiTalxous 
dignity of faith, his absolute refusal of the ignoble 
soil of sospicioiL It broke down her fofce; it 
moved her to a sudden sweetness and warmth of 
utterance that he had not heard since that moment 
when she had stooped and touched his Hps with her 
carefis. 

•*Ah, my love, my love!" she murmured; *it 
is not that, I will never forsake you; I will 
never betray you I It is that my past, that my 
pre8ent^~-But» since you will it so^ be it so. I 
will break my chains for you, and lay down my evil 
sway for ever. Call me your wiie if you wiU ; no 
wife shall dare for any, what I will daze for your 
sake." 
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''by PEIDE angels have fallen Ea£ THY TIME/' 

When the moming roed higher^ and its light 
shone full on both their &ce6, his was warn, bril- 
liant^ eager with incredulous deligkt; hers was 
grave, weary, very colourless. To him a very Eden 
opened ; on her a thousand memories weighed. 
The one saw but the future; ihe other was pursued 
with the past lie knew that he had gained the 
only life that made his worth the living ; she knew 
that she had drawn in with her own the only one 
that she had ever cared to save. 

"Ah! I bring you already only ill," she mur- 
mured, as the rays of the risen day, half shadowed 
still beueath the oak leafage, recalled to them that 
they were fugitives — fugitives from pursuers never 
yet known to spare, "You are wounded — you 
suffer now 1 ** 

He looked at Lur with the buiile whose sweetness 
had more tenderness than lies in any wonk. 
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"If I do, I have no knowledge of it A bruise S — 

a hatchet-stroke ! Do you think I could remember 
tlioae I " 

" I do, at least. They were enough to stretch you 
as one dead but veiy lately " 

*' A passing faintness, nothing more. Believe me, 
a thousand wounds like these would never harm me. 
Z have been half a soldier aiU my days.'* 

"So have L" 

And as she spoke she rent off some of the delicate 

white laces of her masque dress, and steeped them 
in the little sprii^ that bubbled under the oak stems 
till they were cool and soft as lint, and tore asunder 
a broad strip of the scarlet silk of her Yenetian 
domino and laid the wet laces on it. 

" Stoop down,*' she said to him-^-a singular soft- 
ness, so gentle that in itself it was a caress, had come 
upon her. 

He stooped to her as slic bade him, but his hands 
drew the gold-broidered ribbons away. 

" Not so. You shall not serve me." 

" Why not I You have earned your tight to 
service, if man ever earned it." 

The breath of her lips was on his brow, her eyes 
looked into his with the dew of imshed tears gUbten- 
ing heavily in them, her hands touched him, making 
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the pulses of his heart throb faster and the conent 

of the blood glow in his veins, while, with a gentle- 
neas that seemed to him balm enough to heal mortal 
wounds themselves, she wound the silken bands over 
the gash that the blunted axe had hacked, and the 
width of his chest that the rain of blows had covered 
with Uvid marks like the marks where a scouige has 
fallen. 

"God grant that these be the last things you 
suffer through rac." 

The words escaped her ahnost unconsciously, while 
for the first time since her eyes had gazed in their 
set anguish on the dead men lying round her in the 
banqueting-hall of Antina, the tears gathered in 
them like the gathering drops of a storm, and fell 
one by one slowly on hh hair and on his breast. 
She had made many endure danger and wretched- 
ness, risk and despair, without pity ; it was but fit- 
ting retribution that she had no power to ward 
them off from the only life for which i^e had ever 
cared. 

He held her hands close against his heart 
I can never suffer now ! " 

It seemed so to him. Keeping this, her love, he 
thought that no vicissitude or bitterness of life could 
have an houx^s power to move him; that no ficite 
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€0ald approach him which had any shadow on it; 
that nothing men or fortuDO could deal unto him 
could ever move him to an instant's pang. He did 
not dream that there are gifts, breathlessly, bum- 
inglj coveted, which are more disastrous reached 
than lost. Like Faustus, he would have said to the 
future and its &te, take 

Hy BOiil for ever to inherit. 
To niffer pimialiment and plnfl^ 
So this woman may be mine I* 

And his noUe reckless, senseless belief in her had 

alike the sublimity and the blindness which lie at 
the core of every chivalrous idealism; blent» too, 
with something grander and something loftier stiU — 
a love that cleaved to her through all and in the 
teeth of all — a love that could find her human and 
darkened by human stains, yet never lose its Melity, 
but reach high, even high as pardon, if need there 
were of any pardon's tenderness 

The day was .waking ; the sun had risen ; even 
here, through the darkness of the oak boughs, the 
radiance was coming. He started to his feet^ made 
as strong to save her now, as though the force of a 
score of lives was poured into his own ; of pain, of 
weakness, of the aching fever that thrilled through 

his bruised limbs, he knew nothing. He seemed to 
vot, ni. 9 
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baye the rtrength of Titans, to laye lost every sense 
of existence save those of its deep delight, its wild 
joys, its dfeamy ecstasy. • • 

''My lave, my love, forgive me/' he munnured. 
^ Isk the heaven you have brought me I forgot yoor 
danger." 

'^Was it not best forgot?" she asked, with that 
carelessness and that sadness which mingled intri- 
cately in her nature. " In a race for life and death, 
few would pause to speak as we have done ; but it 
is the surest wisdom to defy fate while we can." 

" Fate I There is no late^ save such as a stroog 
hand carves, or a weak hand spoils, in Life." 

" liay, am I not yours ? " 

She stooped to him with her old half-mocking 
sorcery, her loosened hair brushing his breast, her 
rich lips near his own, her eyes» deep with thocigh;b, 
humid with tears, yet luminous with that victorious 
challenge which was without pity, and which had so 
often defied men to have Btrength or power to deny 
her as their destiny. The old evil passed oyer hsr 
for a moment — the old evil of triumph in the un- 
merciful, unsparing knowledge that a human soul was 
hers to do with as slu would, as a crown of roses lies 
in a diild's wanton haiods to be treoaured er trodden 
down at will. 



Digitized by 



*'BT PEIDE ANQ£LS HAVE FALLEN," 67 



He looked at her mth a long wiatfiil ffoe, earnest 

as an unspoken prayer, and ouce more tlie darker 
and the more callous tyranny that had for one 
instant returned on lier was softened and banished 
and driven back by the pure strength of an undi* 
vided loyalty, by the undivided trust of a brave 
man's heart 

**Yoti know it" he answered her. "Why play 
with me in speech when you hold my life in your 
power?* 

The patience and gentleness of the rebuke touched 
her as had never done those florid vows, those ornate 
protestations, such as she had heard so often until 
she was as wearied by them as eyes that dwell long 
on the da/jiling hues of jewels ache with their glitter 
and their profusion. Others had loved her as well 
as he, even with this depth, this might, this absolute 
submission of all existence to her, yet in him these 
had a dignity and a simplicity that claimed a rever- 
ence no other had done — these in him made her 
worthless of them in her own sight. 

''Ah, togive me!'' she said, with that passionate 

contrition which in a woman thus proud, and of old 

thus miyielding as she was, had at once so much of 

poignancy, so much of self-reproach. " I wish only 

it were otherwise ! I wish only that your fate were 

f2 
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safely anchored in some pure and peaceful life mine 
could not toudL Why wiU men ever love where 
love is fatal?" 

He looked at her with earnest thought^ grave and 
infinitely tender. 

, "Fatal? What is it that you fear former 
" AU things." 

''All I That is to place but little trust in my 
strength to endure or to resist. What is it you 
dread most?" 

" Myself." 

She gave him back his look, intent as his own, 
fathomless, and £Ued with a pain that was half re- 
morse, half prescience. 

His face grew veiy pade. 

" You mean — you will desert me ? 

"No. Not that" 

She tspoke slowly, as if each word were a pang; 
then leaned towards him once more with the light of 
the risen day full on her &ce, and the splendour of 
her eyes troubled beyond grief. 

"No. Inerer broke a trust; and yours is the 
noblest ever placed in me. But — cleaving to me — 
you will have bitter trials for your &ith ; you will haye, 
most likely, cruel suffering that I shall be powerless 
to spare you; you will lose me^ perhaps^ by captivity^ 
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by shot, or by steel : you will pay for me, it may be, 

if ever I be yours, no less price yourself than death, 
N<m do you not know why, though it rent my heart 
in twain, I would surrender you up, and never look 
upon your &ce. again, my love^my love I — ^would 
you but take my wariiing \ *' 

The first words had been almost cold from their 
enforced control ; with, the last a yearning, aching 
desire trembled in her voice, which would have told 
him, had no other moment told him, that what she 
felt for him was not pity nor gratitude, but passion 
itself. He heard in silence to the end, as one who 
lias his own resolve set immutably, and listens to 
the utterance of counsel that has no more likelihood 
to make him swerve from it than the beating of the 
winds to move the rocks that they pass over. Not 
that he heard her lightly, or believed that undue 
fear made her count the peril for him with needless 
exaggeration ; he knew tins was not in her nature, 
but he was wholly careless of what price might be 
exacted from him for allegiance to her, and he was 
aa firm to cleave it, whatever that price might be, as 
a soldier to cleave to his standard while there is sight 
enough left in his dying eyes to watch one gleam o£ 
the silken folds above his head that shall never droop 
through him till men have killed, not conquered. 
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bisL Then, holding her hands againat Ma heart, he 

looked down on her with that graver and more 
chastened tendemesa which, mingled with the vivid 
ardour of his love, born from the darkness of 
danger that waa still around them, and from the 
defence that through it she, so brilliant, so fear- 
leaa, and ao^ negligent, had come to need frcm his 
strength and from lila fealty. In her intellect, in 
h&t ambitions, in her careleaBness and her mag- 
nificenee, lie was content that she should reign 
fax beyond him» content to know that she reached , 
many realms which he had barely dreamed of; but 
in her necessity, in her peril, in her desolation, he 
took up his title as a man to guard her, his right as 
ft man to shield her, and to save her, if it should 
need be, even from herself. 

We will speak no more of that ; our fates, what- 
ever they be, will be the same," he answered hen 
" It may be that I shall suifer through you, as you 
say ; if so, it will be without complaint whUe I can 
still be dear to you. If death oome — well; it had 
littie tenor for us last night-4t will have none for 
me» if it be only merciful enough to spare me life 
without you. Asfor fiaith — ^believe enough in me to 
know that no trial wiU exhaust it If sileuco bo 
bound on you, I will wait till you can break it with 
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bcmour. I have no fear of what it guards from me. 
Love were of liUle worth that could mot yield bo 
aligiit a l&ing m trusi." 

^* A fiiight thing ? It is a greater gift than the 
gift of crowns or kingdoms — and still more rare." 

She had heard him^ moved deeply by the brave 
simplicity of the generous words ; her face was very 
pale^ her head bowed; in her own sight she was 
unworthy of this sublime unquestioning belief, and 
the knowledge entered like iron into her souL 

^'Is it'!'* he answered her. '^Then all love is a 
lie. However that be, take it as my gift to you, 
then; I have notiiing else in the world to bring/' 

She looked at him with that long, grave, weary 
look of whieh he could not wholly read the 

meaning. ' ' ' • * 

You could bring me none I could ptiae more» or 

•—could deiierYe less." 

' '^That'CKonot be. If you did not merit it^ you 
would see no treasure in it. It is not tlioae wko 
value trust that betray it" 

*• Betray it I No ; I never betrayed yet." 

Her ' face wore for a moment the fearless look 
of royal ooorage and strei^h that had mr been 
most natural to it; then, swiftly, it changed, and 
a darkness fell over it — the darkness of remorse. 
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"Tbat is not true/' she said, bitterly. ''Betrayal 

— in men*s sense of betrayal of comrade to comrade, 
of friend to fiiend, of honour to honour — never yet 
did touch me. But I betrayed as women mostly do 
—all those who loved me." 

He watched Ler wistfully, but silently ; his heart 
ached that there should be this shadow of unrevealed 
remorse between them ; his knowledge of her told 
hjim that Idalia was not a woman to let slight 
regrets weigh on her, or slight errors stir her con- 
science into pain ; he knew that among the wild- 
olive crown of her genius and her power some 
poisoned leaf of the belladonna must be wound, 
brilliant but life-destroying. It was acute suffer- 
ing, to him; she was to him as luminous, glorious, 
divine, and far above him as the sun itself; that 
across this sun of his life there should lie these 
black and marring shadows, gave him pain deep. 
Qfi his love. But loyalty was with him before all ; 
mi beyond the reckless resolve of a blind paa* 
sion, that would possess what it adored, though the^ 
possession should be accursed, there was the noble 
fealty be had sworn to her — ^the brave, patient, 
ohivalrous trust which left unasked whatever she 
WibLed untold, and was contented to believe and 
wait 
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He stooped to her, tenderly passing over her latest 

« Weary yourself no more with the past," he said, 
gently ; a gentleness that was sweet to her« like the 
lulling murmur of calm waters after tbe blaze and 
riot of the voluptuous colour of tropic forests. We 
iiave to think of the present and the future. Every 
moment is precious; I have been too forgetful of 
your safety. You know better than i where your 
enemies lie, and how best they may be baffled. 
There is one who will not spare ** 

^ There axe hundreds who will not^ The land is 
as a net for me." 

" Then we must leave it " 

^ Is it so easy to leave such dose-woven meshes t 
Easy, no. Possible, yes." 

••And how?" 

*'That we will speak of later; for the present 
moment you must have food and rest. There will 
surely be some charcoal-burner s or contadma's hut 
here somewhere ; there is nothing hardly *to fear 
from the peasantry in the forests or open country, 
and we must wait till night&U for further flight. 

Stay an instant while I look around us 

, ''But you are not fit for any exertion I Your 
wound, your faintness 
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He smiled on her; and tl»e light of l^e smiie liad 
a etim^e, sad beauty, that touched her with a pang, 
keen in pain and yet not without its sweetness. 

''Those were nothing; Such as they were, you 
cored them. I' think I have the stMgth of lions 
now." 

He left her, and^ going up where the earth loaa' 

precipitously, looked down the great dim aisles of 
forest that stretdied away on metj ode, with the 
fiu: unerring sight of a man who had known what it 
was to go through the heart of Fenia with his life 
hanging on the suruness of his eye and aim, and who 
had ridden oyer the grass seas of Mexieo and sleesed 

down tiiu loiiely windings of the Amazons, when with 

eveiy moment a qiear thrown &om beMnd him, or 

an arrow launched from the dense screen of foliage, 
might have ended his years there and >then Ibr eyen 
He stood motionless some instants, not a sign of bird, 
or beast, or vegetable li£d in the woodlands round 
escaping him ; he had learned all such forest lote <]i 
Indians and Guachoni, and he had a traveller's swift 
sweep of vision; with » soldier^s rapid taetio and d»> 
oision; the horses were grazing quieUy near, too 
tired to stray, ^and wttlched; moreover, by Sulk, who 
had, unbidden, taken their guardianship* In a few 
moments longer he retumied to her. 
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" There is some one living a score yaids omvaid, or 

I am much mistaken. Wait here wliiie 1 leconnoitre, 
and if you need me, fire ; I irill be with you at (ihe 

lirst echo of the shot." 

He loaded the pistol that had £Edlen on the grass 

by her, and put it back into her hand, then thrust 
the boughs aside^ and made his way to where, at 
some slight distance, the hut of some woodland 
dweller stood ; a faint low fiicker <^ smoke, curling 
among the thi<^es8 of the leaves, had told him 
nghtiy there was some human habitation, and 
though it was but a poor cabin, rudely built of loose 
stones and woven branches, it was more, welcome to him 
than a palaoe would have been. He knew the Italian 
people as well as he knew the Border peasantry at 
home, and knew that they were gentle, kindly, and 
generous in the main. The hut stood in a very wilder- 
ness of beauty, wild vine, and the sweet fig beloved 
of Horace, gigantic pines, and the wood-stiawberry 
tihat nestled in the grass, in their profuse and vivid 
contrast, making a paradise around it, while in its 
rear the high slope of pine-oovered hills rose dark 
and massive, with falling waters tumbling down their 
Steep ineline into a broad still pool beneath, that was 
never stirred unless by the plunge of some divmg 
water-bird. A young female child, with a rich Guide 
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face and the step of a priBcess in her rags, was the 

only living thing found there ; she answered him 
leadUy, faalandDg her water-jar as she came from 
the torrent hke some Pompeian Naiad; her father 
had gone to his work at dawn ; he waa a charcoal- 
burner, and he would not return till evening ; the 
stranger was welcome to shelter; and food — well, 

there was no food excepL soiiic niilicL-cakLS, and a 
bit of dried fish the fresh water ; he could have 
that, if he wanted. Any one near ? Oh no, there 
was no one for ten mUes or more romid, except one 
or two huts Hke hers. She was a picturesque, hknd- 
fiome little forester^ bare-legged and scarce clothed, 
yet with a wild freedom of movement, and a certain 
pensive grace thoroughly national; very like the 
beautiful mournful models, Oampagnarbom, of Bome> 
who look like living poems^ and who have but one 
thought — haioochL 

*' It is a miserable place for you, yet it will give us 
some sort of harbour/' he said, as he brought Idalia 
to the woodland cabin. 

She looked across a moment at the luxuriance of 
vine and blossom, and backward at the black pine- 
mass^ through which the falling waters glanced like 
light, and biuiled half wistfully as she looked. 

"I think it is a paradise I To forget the world 
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amidst such loveimess as this — ^what do you say? 
Would it be ivise ? And yet— power is a daaagerous 
thing J once having drunk of it, one has lost taste for 
eveiy purer flavour. You do not know what that ist 
You do not know what ambition is^ then ? I can 
tell you ; it m satiety wiUi^ desire." 
*'A bitter thing 1" 

'^Yes. But not so bitter that it is not sweeter 
than all sweetness— only the sweetness so soon goes, 
and the dregs are so soon all we hold i *' 

He did not answer ; his heart ached that he was 
not able to bring dominion to this woman, who was 
80 bom for it ; that he had no diadem such as that 
'^of her foregone Byzantine sires to crown her with ; 
that he had nothing wherewith to achieve greatness 
— ^nothing wherewith to content that desire, half 
disdainful yet undying, which was in her for the 
sceptre and the sword, for all they ruled and all they 
gained. 

He left her in the inner chamber of the hut, that 
was roughly partitioned in two by a wall of stakes 
and woven rushes, and brought the horses, imder the 
shelter of a great cedar that shut out every my of 
the sun , he could use his left arm but little, owing 
to the shoulder-wound, but he loosened their girths, 
watered them, gave them a feed of rye from some 
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com that the oottm kept for bread, then bathed, and 

shook his barccurolo dress into the best order that it 
would aasume, and thought what food in this wild 
waste he could find for her. That he was an- 
hungered and athirst himself, that there was fever 
on him still from his injuries, and that, despite the 
plunge into the watei^s refreshing ooldaeas, his 
bruised &ame ached and his breath was hard to 
draw, he scaioely felt ; Idalia was his only memoty. 
For her, he could have not alone the Hons strength 
that he had said, but a woman's g^tleniess, an 
Indian's patience, an Aral) s keeniiebs ; and nothing 
was too slight for him to heed, as nothing too great 
for him to brave, that could be offered in iier service 
and her cause. That he had had no sleep, no test, 
no food, weighed nothing with him ; in the heat of 
the eaily day he sought with unwearying diligence 
for such things as he thought could tempt her. Wild 
strawberries on their own mosses; beccahcos that 
haunted the place, and that he slew with a sling 
and baked in day ; dainty fish that he speared with 
the knife from his sash, wading waist-deep in the 
pool — ^these were ail the woods would yield him. 
But love for her had made him an artist and a poet ; 
he served them in such graceful fashion, covering 
ihe rnde table of the cabin with a doth of gmnest 



Digitized by Google 



"BY PBID£ AirOELS HAY£ FALL£N/' 79 

mcuB, and acreening the coaiserhewn wooden trenobets 

with vine-leaves aad flowers, that it was rather iike 
such a foiest bnoquet as Theocritus, or Ben Jonaon 
loved to cs^i in verse, than like the meal, in a 
ivretched refiige, of fugitives for whom every moment 
might bring the worst terrors of captivity and death. 
When it was done—that travail of wilUng, tender 
service — he could have swept it down again with 
a stroke of bis hand. 

"1 am a fool;' lie tliought, Avith a hmile that had 
a sigh in it A child might thank me for those 
tiifles ; but she —wild strawberry-leaves for one who 
wants ,the laurels of fame, the gold foliage of a 
diadem l** 

Yet he stooped down again, and changed the 
gamiture a little, so that the snow-white arums 
might lie nearer the scarlet of the fruit. He had a 
pamter^s heart, and instinct told him that beauty in 
the lowliest things has ever a sweet psalm of con- 
solation in it ; he loved, and bis love unoonsdously 
told him that a coil of forest flowers is a better 
utterance of it than all the gold of Ophir. 

It was not wasted on her, this which he deemed so 
idle a trifle that she would not even note it As her 
glance fell on the woodland treasuries that the hands, 
which a few hours before, had been clenched in a 
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mortal gripe at her foe's throat, had gathered to 
cover the poverty of their refuge, Idalia's eyes Med 
with soft sudden light aud gratitude— eyes that had 
BO often looked down with cold, amused, eazeless soom 
on those who wooed her with every courtly subtlety, 
with every potent magnificence of bribe. 

'* What depths of exhaustless tenderness there are 
in his heart!" she thought. might gaze there 
for ever and iind no base thing ! 0 if he could 
say that of mine ! " 

The day went on its way deepening to the full 
heat of noon, doudleas, sultry, lustrous, as such days 
of summer-length in southern lands alone can be ; 
to him it was like one long unbroken dream, divine, 
voluptuous, intense as the radiance around them. 
They were safe here in the heart of the untrodden 
forest — safe, until with the fall of night their flight 
could be resumed. Within, the darkness of the hut, 
the moss and foliage he had strewn everywhere made 
couches yielding as velvety and filled the air with 
their fresh fragrance, with the gleam of the white 
flowers flashing in the gloom ; without, stretched the 
vivid light and endless growth of the woodland, 
the glow of colour, the foam of water, the play of 
sun-rays upon a thousand hills, and, above all, the 
deep blue of an Italian sky. Beyond, under the 
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great cedar^ the horses browsed and rested, with 
broad shadows fliiDg upoa them cool and dark ; ail 
the fimtastic folit^ ran riot like a forest of the 
tropics ; here and there an oriole flashed, like gold in 
the sun ; here and there the rich green of a lizard 
glanoed among the grasses; all else was still and 
motionless, steeped in the sensuous lull of soafJieni 
heat 

In such a day, in such a scene, danger and pain 

were forgot, as though they had no place on earth ; 
they were alone ; the young peasant-child went hill- 
wards after her single goat ; there was not a sound 
or a sign of other life than theirs, and the oblivion of 
passion was upon them both; they ceased to re- 
member that they were fugitiyes — ^they only knew 
that they were together. 

They spoke very rarely ; she let the past^ with ail 
its mystery and all its bitterness, drift away for- 
gotten. To the future neither looked ; it might lead ^ 
to the dungeon or the scaflfold. They lived in the 
present hour alone, as those who love do ever live, 
in the first abandonment and usurpation of their 
passion. 

Once she looked down at him where he lay at her- 
feet, and passed her hi»nd among lus hair. 
« Does the earth hold linother man capable of such 

TOL. III. G 
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gaUinie folly as youiB I You give me your life ; yet 

never ask me once of mine." 

WhsA marrel in that t Tou have Baid» you wish 
silence on it." 

And liow many would heed such a -mh 

'^I know not how many would. But it is law 
tome.** 

"Ah ! you are la^h ao Tannhauscr. I told jou so 
long ago." 

"And I said then as now, Tannbauser was a cur. 
She was hie; knowing that, what wanted hel If he 
had had faith aright, and love enough, he would 
have wrested her out ixom the powers of darkness* 
He would not have yielded her up-»not even to her- 
self Mivd is black in us all ; love, that is love in my 
reading, does not surrender us to it, or for it." 

The deep glow of his eyes gazed into hers, 
speaking a thousand-fold more than his words. He 
knew that the chains of some remoi*8e bound her; 
to fear this for himself never dawned on the careless 
courage of that which she Lad well termed his 
^sublime folly/' but to free her £rom its dominion 
was a resolve with him not less resolute than had 
been his resolve to deliver her beauty from her 
captor^s fetters. 

Her face was softened to a marvellous richness. 



Digitized by Google 



" BT PBIDB ANGBLS HATE FALLEN." 83 

sadness, and pathos as he looked up at lier — the 

gloom of the low-shelviiig zoof above and behind 

them, the light of the day failing on her and about 
her, thiQu^ the hanging leaves^ ham the bmnisg 
gun without. 

« You like better the passion of the * Qott und die 
Bajadere* poem f Well, so do I. It is nobler £ear. 
The god had faith in her, and, beccmae he believed 
in her, saved her. Brave natures, defying scorn, 
may grow to merit scorn ; but no brave nature ever 
yet was steeled and &lse to trust." 

^ And yours is brave to the death; wherefore, till 
deaUi, I trust it" 

Bos words were low, and sweet, and earnest 
grave with that depth of meaning and of feeling 
which made reverence, not less than pity, move her 
towards the only man who bad ever stinred her 
either to compassion or to^ veneration, and which gave 
giandenr, £acoe, and nobility to the love which, 
without it, might have been but a madness of the 
heart, and a desire of the senses. 

" i^ake women vow, as well as true — I vow you 
nothings" i^e mtnmnied to him; ''but^I thank 
you beyond all words." 

She did so thank him from her soul; she to 

whom this faith was precious as no other thing 

0 2 
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oould have been, auice she knew at onoe that she 

had foffeited all title to claim, all likelihood to gain 
it, yet knew that very often calumny had wronged 

and envy stained her with many a charge of which 
she had been as guiltless as the white arums that- 
lay unsullied at her feet. That stront^, imdoubting, 
imperishable trust was the one jewel of life that she 

had of her own will renounced her title to, yet which 
she could value as no other, perhaps, who had not 
lost it, ever could have done so welL 

"Listen/' she said, stooping over him where he 
was stretched on tlie foliage at her feet, while her 
hand strayed still with a caress among his hair and 
over his lips. So much of my life as I can tell jou 
I will — ^it is not a thousandth part, still it may make 
some things clearer to you. I am of Greek birth, 
as you know ; and I doubt if there be in the world 
a descent that can claim greater names than mine. 
Hy race— nay, both races that were blent in me— 
stretched far back into the eariieat Athenian times 
on one hand, and to the records of Byzantium on 
the other. Amyih moreover blends in me Halicar- 
nassian descent from Artemisia i — ^that is doubtless 
legend. But I was the last to represent the pure 
Greek stock, and it was the one of which I was the 
prouder, though it had fedlen into evil fortunes and 
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much poverty. Of the Bj^eantme, there was but 
one besides myself^ the brother of my dead mother, 
s strange man ; a rich, wayward, luxurious recluse ; 
a feudal priuce, where he held hk chieftainship in 
Boumelia ; leading an existence more like an eastern 
story than aught else ; magmdcent^ voluptuous^ bar- 
baric, solitaiy, with all the glitter of Oriental pomp 
and all the loneliness of a mountain fief. A terrible 
tragedy that had occurred in bis youth — can tell 
it you some other time — ^begot his love of solitude ; 
his passions and his tastes led him to make that 
solitude, at once a palace and a prison^ a harem and 
a fortress. I have little doubt that his life was evil 
enough ; but I did not know it, and he loved me 
with a lavish tenderness that left me fearless of him, 
though he had a great terror for all others. So the 
life I led from my birth to my sixteenth year was 
this: sometimes I passed long months in Greece, 
in a great, desolate, poverty-stricken palace, with 
vast deserted gardens, in which I wandered looking 
at the bright .^ean, while dreaming of the dead 
glories of my people, with an Armenian monk, old, 
and stem, and leamed, for my only guide, who taught 
me all 1 would — more, perhaps, of abstruse lore, 
and strange scenes, and deep knowledge , than was 
well for me wlule so young. Ere I had seen the 
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world I waa steeped in it, from the telling of Boman 

cynics, and Athenian sages, and Persian magi, and 
Byzantine wits. I believed with all the credulous 
innocence of my own childhood, and I disbelieved 
with all the scornful scepticisin of my dead masters. 
I iiad studied more deeply while I was yet a child 
thaa many men do in their whole lifetime. From 
that lonely meditative life in Greece I was often 
changed, as by magic, to the unbridled luxury and 
indulgence of the E-oumelian castle. Slaves fore- 
Stalled my every wish; splendour, the most ener- 
vating that could be dreamt of, surroiu^ded me 
within, while the grandest natural beauty was 
everywhere without ; if vice there were, I never 
saw it, but the most gorgeous pleasures amused me, 
and my bidding was done Hke the commands of an 

c 

empress, for I was the adopted heir of the great 
Julian, Count Yassalifi. Now can you not imagine 
how two such phases of life, alternating in their 
broadest and most dangerous contrasts from my 
earliest memory upward, made me fatal indeed to 
others, but to none so fatal as to myself?" 

She laid her hands on his lips to arrest the words 
he would have spoken, and passed on in' her 
narrative. 

*'No. No denial God grant I be not fatal at 
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the last to you. Well« it was these two dissimilar 

lives tliat made me wliat I am. I was liappy then 
in hoth; happy^ dieaming in poverfy in Qreeoe; 
happy, dreaming in magnificence in Roumelia ; 
ambitioiis already^ ambitious as any CsBsar in both. 
In Athens I had the poetry and the purity of glory 
in me ; in Turkey its power and its pomp allured me. 
Both, combined with the knowledge of my past 
heritage in Hellenic fame, and of my future heritage 
in the Yassalis dominion, gave me the pride of an 
emperor and the vision of an empire wide as the 
world. Ah Heaven ! jet lihe dreams were pure, 
too — ^purer and loftier than anything that life can 
realise. For I did not dream for myself alona I 
dreamed of peoples liberated, of dynasties bound 
together by love of the common good, of the Free 
Eepublics revived by my hand, and shedding light 
in all dark places where creeds reigned and super- 
stitions crouched, of misery banished, of age revered, 
of every slavery of custom broken, of every nobler 
instinct followed, of men made brethren, and not 
beasts of prey who hunt down and devour the 
young, the weak, the guiltlesa Ah Heaven ! what 
dreams they were.** 

Her head sunk, her eyes were fixed on the flood 
of light without, her thoughts were far from him, 
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far beyond him, in that moment, as. the thoughts of 
genius ever are far from those who love the thinker 
best, and are best loved in answer. 

They were with the dreams of her youth *^ such 
^reams as lighted the youth of Yeigniaud and found 
their fruition on the scaffold. 

. " Well," he asked gently, " with you they never 
perished?" 

"!No, not utterly* But they were tainted, how 
deeply tainted! So, thus I lived, a fiEury story 
and a pageantry iiiilDg one half my years, monastic 
0eclusion and heroic memories holding the rest As 
I grew older, Julian Yassalis often spoke with me 
of many things ; he was a bold, magnificent, kingly, 
reckless man, a chief who answered to none, a 
▼oluptuaiy who laughed at the world he had quitted, 
a genius who might have ruled widely and wisely 
with a Sulla's iron hand, a Sulla's careless hiughter. 
He found me like him, and he made me yet more 
like. It might be— but it is not for my lips to 
blame iiim : he loved me well in life, and strove, 
so far as presdence could, to guard me when his 
life ended. That was in my sLxteunth year. He 
bequeathed me all his vast properties^ with the fief 
in Roumelia and other estates, requiring only that 
I took his name, and, wherever I wedded, never 
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changed it. It is through him that I became one 

of the richest women in Europe ; much is gone, but 
great wealth still remams with ma Can you not 
fancy .what I was nine years ago, with the world 
before me, untried, unknown, with passion un« 

touched, with ambition still but in its sweet vague 
ideals, with innocence as soilless as those lilies, and 
courage feaiiess as the courage of the young eagles ? 
Can you marvel that I believed I should have the 
sovereignty of Semiramis ? Can you not understand 
how easily I credited those who for their own ends 
deluded me to the belief 1" 

Her face darkened as she spoke, and her voice 
sank with a tin ill of hate in it. He caught it, and 
his own voice took her tone. 

** Tell me who they were. If they be living ** 

The menace recalled her from the past to the 
present 

" No. That is one of many things I cannot tell 

you yet, if ever. From no love of mystery — I abhor 
it — ^but from a brutal inexorable necessity, as little 
to be escaped from as the destiny of the ancients. 
We know that there is no such thing as destiny, 
but we make as hard a task-master for ourselves 
out of our own deeds. Of my childhood I can speak 
&eely, but from JuHan Yassalis* death dates the 
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time that J nrast in so much leave a blank to yoo. 

Those were with me who knew how to touch every 
chord in my nature, and they used their power ably. 
I was ambitious i they tempted my ambition. I 
loved, sovereignty ; they pointed to such realms as 
might have dazzled wiser heads than mine when I 
first stood on that giddy eminence of command, and 
riches, and splendom*, and was told that I had the 
beauty of a Helen, while I knew that I had the 
courage of men, and felt even stir in me men's 
genius and men's force. Do not deem me vain that 
I say this. Grod knows all vanity is dead in me, if 
I ever had it^ and I think that I waa at all times 
too proud to be guilty of that foible. And it was 
by higher things than such frailty that they luied 
me. I loved freedom ; I loved the peoples • I 
rebelled against the despotism of mediocrities, the 
narrow bonds of priesthoods ; I had the old liberties 
of Greece in my veins, and I had the passionate 
longing for an immortal fame that all youth, which 
has any ideal desires at all, longs for with the 
longing ' of the moth for the star.* Well, through 
these, by these, I fell into the snares of those who 
draped their own selfisli greeds and intrigues in the 
colours of the ^eedom that X adored; who knew 
how to tempt me with the pure laureLi of a libemUo; 
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wlule in truth they bound me with the fetters of a 

slave.** 

He did not speak, but looked at her» with his lipe 

breathless^ with his eyes passionate as fire, throu^^k 
the mist that dimmed them as he heard. Hearing 
no more than this, her life seemed known in its 
every hour to him ; he understood her more nearly^ 
more deeply, than any man had ever done ; more 
truly far than those whose genius and whose aspira- 
tions had far more closely been akin with hers. 

She looked at him and sighed. 

'^Wfdt. Do not think me blameless because in 
the outset I was wronged. I tell you that I have 
great sins at my score. True, at the time I speak of 
now, I was sinned against> not sinning. I was led 
to ally myself in earliest 3routh with those whom 
later years have shown me were desperate, insatiate 
unscrapulouB, guilt-stained gamesters, who staked a 
nation's peace to win a gambler's throw, and played 
at patriotism as keenly and as greedily as men play 
for gold. I was dazzled, intoxicated, beguiled, misled 
at once by all that was best and all that was worst 
in me ; and, too late, I found the truth, found every 
avenue of retreat dosed, found myself bound beyond 

escape, found that ** 

She paused abruptly, shutting in the words, but 
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the band that laj in bis contracted as thougli it 

grasped a weapon wherewith to requite a deadly, 
endless wrong. 

So &r I W£U9 sinned against," she went on, with 
effort, as though the memories which arose stifled 
her with poisonous fumes. " But in all else the evil 
is mine. The sway was guilty that had been pat 
into ray hands, but I grew to love it aa we grow to 
love the opium that we hate at first All power 
had irresistible fascination for me, and I learned to 
use mine pitilessly; and I should use it so to- 
morrow to all save you. The political career into 
which I had. been plunged had its sorcery for me; 
I delighted in it €\ tii wLikt I abhurred it. I soon 
learnt how to play on men's passions until from 
them I gained what I would. If my instruments 
were broken under my hands, I never heeded it; 
they had served my end, and the end was great still, 
. though its means were accursed; the end was stiU 
the liberties of the nations. The truth did not 
come to me till I had gone too far to draw back* 
too far not to be enamoured of the merciless 
dominion that I found I could command. When 
I knew it, I grew wholly reckless. I had been 
foully, basely wronged, and all that was dangerous 
jXL me rose and haidened. I had been stabbed in 
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the dark by hands that were sworn to shield me. 
I cared Httle what I did, nothing for what was said 
of me, after that. I am not justifying myself; I 
merely 8how you what fires they were which burned 
me heartless. I have been associated with every 
movement of the advanced parties of Europe 
through the years that have gone by since I first 
became the Countess Vassalis; I have been the 
ittspirer of more e£fbrts, the guide of more intrigues, 
than I could tell you in a score of hours, even were 
I free to tell you them ; I have held in my time, 
indirectly, more power than many a mixiister whose 
name is among the rulers ; the world does not know 
how it is governed, and it does not dream how kings 
have dreaded and statesmen sought to bribe me. 
One thing alone I remained true to, heart and soul 
—my cause. For the freedom of the peoples^ for 
the breaking of their chains, I have laboured with 
all such strength and brain and force as nature *' 
gave me. In that I have been true, and without 
taint of selfish desires. God knows that to raise my 
own land among the nations, and to gain Italy for 
the Italians, and to do— were it ever so little-*to 
crush the tyrannies of creeds, to bring nearer the 
daylight of fearless and unfettered truth, I would 
let Giulio Yillaflor and his creatures kiJl me as they 



Digrtized by Google 



would. In that I have ^en loyal id ibe cfore, bilt 

in all el«e I have been v^ry guilty. I have temptedj 
blinded) aeduced men into the love that gteve ihefn 
as wax into my hand& I have roused their darkest 
femixmB, that of those pafldons I might make the 
firebrands or the swords my purpose needed. I 
have taken their peace and cmahed it to powder ; I 
have taken their hearts and broken them without 
A pause of pity; I have sent them out to the 
slaughter careless how they fell, so that my will 
was done ; I have sent them oat to perish, £ur and 

wide, north and south, east and webt, and never 
asked the oost of all that gold of human life where- 
with I played my pitiless gambling. I smiled at 
those for whom I cared no more than fbt the stones 
of that torrent ; I let them hope I loved them, so 
long as that hope was needed to make them ready 
instruments to my using : I was stirred no more by 
* despair than I was for compassion. So long as I 
had my slaves, I heeded nothing what they suffered, 
how they were captured. I only smiled at the fools 
who thought women had no share in the making of 
history, no power to penetrate the azcana of life 
That waa alL" 

He listened, and a heavy sigh answered her as she 
paused; it was involuntary, uneonsoions. He had 
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believed in Idalia, as witli a woman's absolute un- 
queetionmg belief ; it struck him hardly, deeply^ to 
know by her own telling that she had these ruined 
broken Uvefl, these Oixcean cruelties in her past; 
that the witching splendour of her sorcery had been 
thus steeped in tears of blood, thus bartered for the 
gain of triumph and dominion. No fear for himself 
even now crossed him ; his courage was too boldi his 
pasrioB too ardent. It was the knowledge that she 
should thus have stained the beauty and the genius 
of her life, which came on him, not unlocked for, 
since he had ere this known that there were error 
and' remorse upon her, yet bitter as the fall of what 
is treasured and is reverenced must ever be, however 
kre remain faithful and unshaken to that fall's 
lowest depth. 

"One question only," he said to her, while his 
voice was low and tremuloua " Through this, was 
there never one whom you loved \ " 

She met his gaze fully, thoughtfully, truly he 
could have sworn, or never eyes i^ke truth. 

"Not one!" 

"Is it possible r* 

She smiled a little, with her old weai j iiony. 
^Teij possible. Poets have written much about 
the love of women; I do not think it a tithe so 
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mxm and strong as the love of men. Many women 

are cold sensualists, many are inordiaately vain; 
sensaalism and vanity make up nine-^tenths of my 
sex's passions, though sentimeatality has so long 
refused to think so/' 

"But you must have been simounded by so 
many — by all that was most brilliant and most 
seductive 1 " 

** Yes ; yet a tinsel brilliancy, for the most part. 

Besides, I did not come into the world ignorant of it,, 
as most youth comes. Julian Yassalis, and my own 
tastes, and others who iniiuenccd mc then, liad given 
me the surest shield against the follies of love in: 
studies deeper far tliaii most women, if they had 
driven away my fedth in life too early, with the 
sneers of Persius, with the scourge of Juvenal, with 
their own cynic wit and their own manifold know- 
ledge. Ambition was infinitely more the passion to 
tempt me than love ever was. I luxuriated in the 
sense of my own power, in the exercise of my own 
fatal gifts; but I scorned from the bottom of my 
heart the men who were fooled by such idle thinp 
as a girl's glance, as a woman's smile. If the gold 
gleam of my hiur ensnared them, I could not but 
disdain what was so easily bound; if they were 
spaniels at my word, I knew they had been, or they 
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would be, as weakly slaves of uiiy other who suc- 
ceeded me^ and as easily subjugated by a courtesan 
as they were by me, when I chose to use the power, 
I thought very soornfuUy of love. I saw its baser 
side, and I held it a madness of men by which 
women could revenge a thousand-fold the penalties 
of sex that shut us out fix>m public share in the 
world's government A statesman is great, a woman 
can make him a wittol ; a chief is mighty, a woman 
can make him a byword of shame and reproach ; a 
soldier has honour firm as steel, a woman can make 
him break it like a stalk of green flax ; a poet has 
genius to gain him immortality, a woman can make 
him curse the world and its fame for her sake, and 
die like a dog, raving mad for the loss of scarlet lips 
that were false, of eyes divine that were lies. No 
power I We have the widest of all! Well, I but 
knew that better than most, and used it yet more 
unmercifully than most. And I think what gave 
that power tenfold into my hands was that one 
fact-^that the weakness of love never for one instan^j 
touched me myself, that the temptations of love 
never tempted me for an instant, that my intellect 
alone dealt with them, and my heart remained ever 
cold" 

And it has wakened for me ? How is it possible I 

VOL. Ill, U 
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What have I that those had not ? I have nothing 
on earth whereby to be worthy of you— whereby to 
have won you ? " 

His life was so sweet with its rapture, his passion 
was so blind with its victory, he scarce remembered 
those who had so vainly suffered before him. Every 
happiness is selfish, more or less; and his was 
so in that moment She half smiled, and let her 
head droop over him, till her lips touched his 
again: 

" Who can answer for love ? Others have done as 

much for me as you — otiierti have loved me, even as 
well as you; but " 
'* None had yours ? " 

He asked it ea^ly, breathlessly, still ; this was 

all that he doubted iu her past — that some other iile 
had reigned before him in that heart which beat so 

near to his. 

''No! A thousand times 'NoT if you caiei for 

the denial. Love was my tool, he was never my 
master/' 

She spoke with her old imperial dignity of disdain 
for those follies of feeling and of the senses which 
sway maiikiud so widely and so idly. Then the 
scorn faded from her eyes, a weariness stole there 

instead; her voice sank, and lost its pride iu the 



Digitized by Google 



'^BT PBIDB ANOEL8 HAVE FALLEN.** .99 

contrition of self-acousing memories, of lieaxtHnck 
confession. 

But do not honour me for that. It made my 
crime, I think, the deeper. Those senseless women, 
whom I have so often contemned, with all the con- 
tempt that was in me, for their maudlin romance, 
their emotional sentiment, which make them see a 
god in every oommon-place mortal, and give them 
idols as many as the roses in summer, are, alter all, 
perhaps, tnier and better — fools though they be — 
than I. Their emotions, at least, are real, however 
fleeting, vain, and shallow. But I — leave me when 
you know it, if ~ you will, but know it you shall-— 
never felt one faintest touch of tenderness for any 
one of those who loved me, yet I was merciless 
enough, sinful enough, shameful enough, if you will, 
never to let one amongst them know that;, until he 
was deep enough in my toils to have no power to 
loose himself from them. I let them hope, I let 
them believe, I let them thiiik their reward sure 
until such time as they were mine— courage and 
honour ami body and soul all mine — to use as I 
would, for the ends and in the cause of my ambitions, 
r let them think I loved them, and then I used their 
minds or their hands, their names or their strength^ 
whichever I needed to take ; and I never asked once, 
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I never once pitied, when I knew that their hearts 
were broken. Go — you must think me guilty enough 
now. Go— -for if your trust be dead, rend me out of 
your life once and for ever at a blow, luther than 
pass your years with what you doubt" 

She put him from her, as she spoke, and rose ; 
her face was very pale, grave with a profound sad- 
ness, with a set resolution. The words cost her 
more than it would have cost her to have thrust the 
Yeuetiau dagger into her bosom to escape the pursuit 
of Giulio YiUaflor, but they were spoken without a 
pause to s|^e herself; she loved him better than 
herself, and she knew that unless this man's £utfa 
were perfect in her, the lives of both would be a 
hell. And Idalia was too proud a woman either to 
submit to live suspected, or to allow such faith to be 
given in error and in ignorance, unmerited 

His breath was sharply drawn, as under a keen 
physical pain; he stood and looked at her with a 
look that was revenge enough for all the unpitying 
cruelties of her past; it was so unconsciously a 
;rebuke, so silently and terribly in its pain a con- 
demnation passing worda 

For the first time under his gaze her head drooped, 
her eyes filled with tears of shame, the paleness of 
her face flushed ; before the integral truth of his 
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every act and word, the bold simplicity of his creeds 
of hoDour, iier own life looked to her very guilty, 
veiy far from the fair light of justice and of loyalty. 

" Leave me," she said to him, briefly, though her 
Toice was very low. "But— do not ^ou reproach 
me. 

In answer his arms were stretched to her, and 
drew her to his brejMit ; in that moment he hud. 
command over her, in that moment he was ]&ot her 
slave, but her judge. His face was giave and almost 
stem, for he suffered keenly, but his voice and his 
touch were infinitely gentle. 

Leave you ? You think I know so little how to 
value a woman who has the noblest virtue on earth 
—truth 1 " 

" Truth I when I have told you my whole life was, 
in one sense, a lie 1 " 

Truth — because you have so told me. Oh, my 
beloved 1 know me better than this. Can I not 
condemn your errors, and yet cherish you but the 
more because you need some pity and some 
pardon?" 

Siie was sUent, deeper smitten than by any re- 
buke or execration by the unutterable tenderness 
of this love that was too true to truth to hold 
her guiltless, yet too true to itself to forsake her 
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because it condemned lier. In that moment *Bhe 
knew how much greatness there was in this man's 
nature, how much dignity in his pasoion. 

But your trusty your faith ^ " ^she said at last, 
as she looked up at him. 

" Will be with you ever,, as my love will be," 
He stooped, and leant his cheek on hers, while 
low in her ear a few words stole; he could not keep 
them 'back from the achiag and the longing of his 
heart. 

" Tell me but one thing. Ton say you wore the 
mask of passion to fool them;— -did you ever let 
another before me tell you of his passion thus ? " 

His own lips lingered in their kusses upon hers. 
She drew herself from his embrace with something 
of her old smile, of her old scorn. 

'*No. Or no prayer of yours should make me 
your wife.'* 

** And then you ask me if my Mth be perfect still ? 

There are scores of women — ^women who would cen- 
sure you'^who think it no shame to bring tainted 
lips to theii husbands." 

" Well," she said, wearily, ** give me not too much 
praise for being prouder, and it may be colder, than 
many women are ! If I never bent to the follies of 
love, I was but the more blameable, perhaps, for using 
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them iirithont mercy to my own ends. I tell you I 

mver spared. If any ever doubted or resisted me, 
he had a terrible chastisement; he soon gave his 
very soul and conscience up into luy hauds. Some- 
times I iiuok that Mephistopheles himself never 
tempted more deftly and more brutally thau I iiave 
dona That dead Yiana 1 He would be living now 
were it not for me. He was half a Bourbou in las 
creeds ; he worshipped pleasure, and pleasure alone ; 
revolutions might have reeled around him, and Carlo 
would never have laid down the wine-cup, never 
asked with what side the day went or the battle 
turned. But I brought him to give his very life 
to my moulding ; I moved him to his own ruin by 
those very qualities of fearless chivalry and generous 
passion that should have been his shield from me. 
And*— if you had seen him lying dead there as I saw 
him, with his brave face turned upward> that he 

might smile in my eyes to the last I 

Her head sank, there was the mute anguish on 
her of a remorse that would never fade out while 
life remained. He stood beside her silent also; he 
knew that there were no words that could assuage 
this bitterness, he knew that to this selfHSondemna- 
tion justice forbade any consolation that must have 
been at its best but a deceiving sophistry. 
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''Yet you say your cause was noble?" be asked 

her, gently, at the last. " It was not to gain the 
cruel empty triumph of a woman's vanity that you 
beguiled tbeml" 

Qod knows I There was guilty triumph enough 
in me at times. In the main — yes — ^it was for the 
cause of freedom that I won thenu TIuU had been 
harmless; but ony sin was that I made them stake 
their lives on me, yield their souls to me, surrender 
tiieir consciences to me because I taught them 
love, and then, when they were my slaves, I used 
them to their own destruction, as these charcoal- 
makers thrust the £re.sh wood in to bum and feed 
their fires." 

" Still — you believed that those fires were the 
sacrifice-fires of the peoples' altars of liberty 1 ** 

She shivered slightly in the ardent heat of tiie 
broad noonday. 

" At first, with all tlic youth and passion of faith 
that were in me, I did believe it And I dung to 
the belief long — long after I knew it had its root in 
quicksands* But after I had learned how hopeless 
the struggle for pure freedom is, after 1 had learned 
that the absolutisms of thrones and churches are 
masked batteries of iron and granite on to which the 
thinker and the poet and the patriot ^ng themselves 
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in combat only to be crushed and perish, after I had 
learned that only one amongst ten thousand of those 
who had the welfare of the peoples on their lipe had 

it also in their h(jart8, and that fraud, knavery, selfish 
greed, impatient discontent, ooirupt ambitions, were 
the natuies of the liberators not less than of the 
tyrants ; — after I had read the bare truth to its last 
letter; — I lured tliem still. Partly because I was 
irrevocably bound to the work, partly because all my 
old belief would not die ; chiefly of all, because I had 
grown to love the power possessed, and could not 
bring myself tu lay it down and own my whole life a 

defeats Nor was it one " 

The warmth flushed her lace again, her eyes lit 
with the light of victozy, something of the haughty 
defiance with which she had challenged Giulio Villa- 
flor, returned then as she challenged the memories 
of her past. 

" It has been a crime, it may be — but not a failure. 
1^0 Yassalis ever failed, I have fed hope into action, 
when without me it would have died out in dark- 
ness. I have anned hands that but for my weapons 
could never have struck their oppressors down. I 
have breathed liberty into a thousand lives that but 
for me might never have drawn in its mountain 
air. I have loosened the bonds of many martyrs; 
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I - liave 1nx)ken the chains of many captivea-^iea 

who suffered agonies, here in this Italy^ simply 
becanse they dared to ding to her, and seek ven- 
geance ior her violatioa Ko. li has been no 
fsdlura Are we not yictorious at the last^ if the 
least thing for freedom have been wrought by us ? '* 

She spoke not to him but to her past^ as though 
its remorse arraigned whilst yet its conquest crowned 
her. She pleaded with her own conscience; she 
raised her cause in justification against the witness 
of the years that were gone ; she had been true — 
true to the death — to the peoples of the earth and 
to their liberties, tme to tmth through all 

It is a noble loyalty, one very rare amidst man- 
kind—one that sorely may avail to atone for mudi. 

Those words were the last on her lips for many 
moments. From the gloom and stillness of the hut^ 
where there was a depth of shadow only broken by 
the green mosses that strewed the floor and the grey 
flash of a tame pigeon's wing guarding its brood in 
the furthest nook, she looked out at the luxuriance 
of colour and the blaze of sun, whilst her thoughts 
were sunk into the past. 

He did not break her musings ; his own thoughts 
* were filled with her history^ of whidi he still knew, 
in truth, but iso little, yet which seemed to him told 
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wilolly in those few brief sentences. Memories also 

came to him, revived bj her relation— memories 
va^e and fugitive, as of things soaroely heard before, 
because without interest at the time of their hearing, 
of stories that had floated to him in clubs and oafds 
in the cities of Europe, long ere he had met Idalia, 
of some beautiful Greek or Bouinelian, of whom men 
told marvels of loveliness and sorcery, and about 
whose reputation had gathered many sjilendid idle 
romances, fabulous as they were contradictoiy — 
romances that gave a thousand magnificent impos- 
sible legends to the records of her Mfe, but stole 
from her, as such romances ever will, all the white 
flower of a blameless life," and made her pleasures 
as guilty, and her charms as resistless, as those of 
Lucrezia or Theodora. He had never heeded them 
in their telling ; he had cared little for women, still 
less for the babble of slanders, and they had passed 
hxm without interest enough to linger on his 
remembrance an hour. But now — with the words 
of her story — they recurred to him as such forgotten 
tilings will. Not to sting him with doubts of her, 
with fear for himself — suspicion of her was a thing 
impossible to him — but to madden him with im- 
patient longing to reach her calumniators and strike 
them down. His nature was too bold for slander to 
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do more than rouse his passion against the slanderer, 

liis chivalry for the slandered. 

''They were all lies!" he muttered in his beard, 
his lace iiushing as those distant memories stole on 
him. " All lies ! — where are the tellers of them ? " 

iShe started slightly^ and her eyes came back iiom 
their dreaming speculation and dwelt on his^ 

*' What were the lies 1 " 

" Things that I heard of you— once. I remember 
now- " 

" Ah ! " A quick sigh escaped her^she would so 

gladly Lave kept her life fair and unshiiJowed in 
this man's sight at least " Well, do not blame the 
tellers of them^ my life laid me open to miscon- 
struction ; no one can complain, if their lives do so, 
of any calumny that may befall them." 

Her voice was cold and careless; the evil of 
caluuiiiy iiad not possessed power to wound, but it 
had possessed power to chill and harden her, and 
the vcDom bad left its trail thus for ever. 

"But why " 

He paused^ not willing even by a syllable to risk 
trenching on that silence which she thought it fittest 
to keep unbroken. 

" Why did I so leave it open ? For many things. 
First, ere I knew what calumny meant^when I was 




Dig'itizeo Ly 



"BY PRID£ ANG£L$ HAYE FALLEN." 109 



80 young to the world that I yet believed I and 
Truth could avail to conviDce and to conquer it 
my name was stained too deeply, all undreamt of by 
me, for any future career, had it been pure as a child's^ 
to wash the stain away. I was slandered — unjustly. 
Slandered, I say! It was a thousand times worse 
than that. A traitor took the blank page of my 
youth and wrote it over behind my back with 
in&mous, indelible felsehood " 

A heavy curse broke asunder her words. 

" Tell me who he was, and vengeance shall find 
him/' 

She passed her hand over his brow with a gentle 

caress. 

''No. Tou shall have no darkness on you from 

ray p^ist of my bringing. But — you do not fear to 
take to your heart a woman whom the world has 
called evil thus ? " 

"The world 1 What tenors do you think that 
liar has for me ? " 

She smiled — a smile in which there was as much 
of weariness as of sweetness. 

** It is not always a liar ; it was not so always in 
what it said of me. But we wiU leave that I To- 
day is our own ; we will not poison it You think 
we may make our way to the sea to-night ? " 
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" I do. There is little to be feared in the opea 
country — almost nothiog from the peasantry. The 
horses will be fresh, and if we can reach the little 
fishing village nearest to Antina^ I could send some 
barcarole to bring in my yacht. No suspicion fedls 
on the vessel ; the soldiers I saw at your villa did 
net know me, and no one will hear anything from 
Nicol6. We have only to fear the sbitri 

''Wait; tell me alL How was it you heard of 
my arrest f How was it you ibund me ? 

He told her ; and she listened in the soft lull of 
the noon silence, in the leafy twilight of the forest 
hut, to the stoxy of his search for her — listened with 
an exceeding tenderness on the face, whose careless 
pride so often had smiled conteDiptuoudly on all love 
and all despair. He told it in very few words, 
lessening as much as was possible all pain he had 
endured, all difficulty he had conquered, lest he 
should seem to press a debt upon her in the recital. 
But the very brevity, the very generosity, touched 
her aa no eloquence would have done. By the very 
omissions she knew how staunch had been this 
endurance, how devoted this fidelity which through 
good and evil report had cleaved to her, and fought 
their way to her. 

"Oh, noble heart !!' — she murmured, as she stooped 
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to hini, staying his last words, — " that I might 
repay jou in the ^ture ! If I weie only sure that I 
should bring you no misery — if I could only know 
that no evil from me would iail on you — if I could 
only feel there were nothing untold between us, and 
that my life were worthier of your noble loyalty— •! 
would lose every com and rood of my inheritance, 
and come to you beggared of everything, yet rich 
— ^my God ! how richer &r thao now I ** 

He had never seen her dignity so utterly abased, 
her pride so utterly swept away as now, when iSioee 
broken and longing utterances escaped her ; he saw 
that memories, which were in that moment an agony, 
shook down all the strength and all the calmness of 
her nature. 

** Listen ! " he said, softly and gravely, while he 
drew her hand in his. "Beggared or crowned, you 
would alike be my mistress, my empress, my idoL 
Slandered or honoured, you will alike be the one 
glory of my life, the one thought in my death. Why 
let us speak as if we should ever part? You must 
slay me, or forsake me, ere ever we shall be divided 
now." 

Her eyes filled, as she heard him. 

For some moments she answered him in no way ; 

then, with one of the swiit transitions of her changetul 
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temperament, she looked down on him mth a smile 
in which all her most seductive sweetness gleamed 
as ihe gold rays of the southern day flashed in the 
dark lustrous langour of her regard. 

** Anima mia" she murmured, caressingly, "we 
will believe so, at least while we can, even — even if 
you should live to curse me, and I should live for 
Monsiguore Viliaiior's vengeance 1 Let us dream of a 
Future, then. I have so long thought of the world's 
future only, and so long not dared to give a glance 
at my own. Let us dream while we can. Tell me 
of your old Border castle. We will raise it from its 
ashes once more if you wilL And you shall come 
and be lord of my great Roumelian fief, all its hills 
and its plains, and its rivers, and its vast solitudes 
with their terrible beauty, and its fortress that is a 
palace, like some Persian vision of the night that we 
see when we have fallen asleep in reading Firdusi. 
Ah ! there is a life there possible, if we could but 
reach it — a life fit for your bold chieftainship, a life 
that might redeem my past We both know the 
world to weariness. There, eastward, you and I — 
we might find something at least of the old ideals of 
my early fancies ; there are a people sunk in sloth 
and barbarism, there are the domains of a prince, 
here are grand woods and waters, and inountains to 
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be piled between us aud the world, there are huiuan 
minds barren of every good things uncultured, useless, 
needing the commonest tillage. I should bo free 
there, and you would be a king in your own right. 
It needs just such a sovereign as you would be, my 
dauntless, lion-hearted wanderer! We might be 
happy? We might reach still more yet than merely 
happiness t " 

And they dreamed of the Future, while the 
liant day stole onward, and the stillness of intense 
heat brooded over the sun-lighted earth ; the Future 
that to him was a treasury of joys so passionate, 
BO measureless, bo incredible, that they seemed passing 
ail hope, escaping all reach ; the Future that to her 
was in its fairest vision but as a mirage of that lost 
land of peace and liberty, which her own act had 
forfeited for ever. 
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CHAPTER IV. 

''^X MOBNING TOUCHED WITH AUBEOLE LIGHT ; BY 

SUNSGT STRANDED." 

The day dechiicd from its noon height, and 
neither knew or asked how the hours were 
numbered. 

When the sun was touching the lowest cloud, and 
the amber glow was burning into scarlet, he started 
to his feet : he remembered that the forester would 
be coming homeward, and that with evening their 
flight must begin. As they left the cabin, Idalia 
looked round it with a long and wistful glance ; the 
day would be dear in her memory beyond all others, 
and in her own heart she believed that it was the 
last they should ever pass together. Then she lifted 
one of the rude wooden bowls to him with her old 
half-tender, half-haughty smile. 

^'The child is not here; put some coins in for 
us botL You must give me your gold to-day ; 
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if ever we axe free, you shall be lord of all I 
own. Ah I you only care to be lord of myself^ 
Do you think that I do not know that ? But / 
shall care to crown you, and give you audi purples 
as I have. You are royal to the very core of your 
fearless, kingly heart ; and you shall reign over my 
kingdom, such as it is, if ever we can reach it." 

They went out into the stillness of the forest^ so 
still that they might have been alone in an unpeopfed 
world Here and there through the network .of 
branches the flushed sky glowed as fire ; dark- 
ness already had fallen on the slopes of the hiUs, 
behind which the sun had sunk down ; on the foam 
of the waters opposite gleams and breadths of pris- 
matic colour still sparkled; the evening air was 
heavy with fragrance, and under the foliage the 
lucciole began to glimmer. Erceldoune went towards 
the grazing horses, tethered in camp fashion by a 
long heel-rope, beneath the cedars; she followed him, 
stroking the neck of the brave sorrel that had borne 
her with such unflagging speed through the whole of 
the past night. 

CSany me as bravely again, ooro,*' she munnured 
to him, drawing the silken mane through her hand. 
« Take me to freedom, and you shall have such path- 
less meadows of wild grass to wander in, eastward, at 

12 
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your will! — no curb shall ever touch you, no spur 
shall ever gall you ! " 

As she caressed the hunter, the hound at her 
side dropped his muzzle earthward with a low 
smothered growl, then lifted his head and looked 
at her with anxious, eager questions in his imploring 
eyes. 

" The dog scents some danger. What is it^ Sulla?" 
she asked, giving him that sign of silence which the 
animal had learned so well 

" A wolf, maybe. We will unearth him if he be 
anything worse/' said Erceldoune, as he swept back 
with one arm the heavy boughs, while with his right 
hand he loosened the pistol from hia sash. The 
rocks sloped sharply down ; the sunset light shone 
on the dell beneath as he bent forward. 

A cry broke from him, loud, wild, ^ultant as the 
cry of the eagle swooping to its prey. With one 
hand still holding upward the matted veil of 
foliage, he stood rooted there, all the worst passions 

of his nature roused in an instant into deadliest 

strength. 

There, almost at his feet^ far beneath in die carved 

hollow of a moss-grown, cup-shaped dell, sleeping a.s 
he himself had slept on the Capriote shove at his 
foe's mercy, with one arm beneath his head and the 
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other flung idly outward, in the loose linen dress of 
an Italian mellou-seUer, lay the Greeks Conrad 
Phaulcon, Such disguise as he had given himself 
could not shield him from tiie giancu of the man he 
had wronged. 

Erceidoime motioned her to him v/ith a gesture 
that let the leaves fall for an instant back into their 
placeis ; his teeth were clenched, his words hissed 
broken through them» his eyes were alight with the 
blood-thirst of desert ammais. 

Look— look 1" he gasped. "There—at last 
— ^there in my power — the brute who shot me 
dow n " 

He swept the boughs backward and upward once 
more with the dash of his arm, and she bent to look 
through the twilight of the leaves ; her face changed 
to the whiteness of death as her eyes fell on the up- 
turned face of the sleeping man, her lips drew their 
breath gaspingly ; a shiver of unutterable horror ran 
through her. 

"Hel— ^hel" 

That one word seemed aU her voice could whisper, 
and in it a whole world of loathing, remorse, hatied, 
and shame unbearable seemed told. 

Erceldoune, with the lifted boughs still held above 
their heads, stood and gazed at her in a horror scarce 
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less than that with which the sight of the slumbdring 
Qieek had stirred her, 
" Ym know him ! " 

She seized his wrists and, inth the oonyulsiye 

force that comes to the most delicate womeu in 
their hours of extremity, shook his grasp from the 
arm of the tree, whose foUage fell once more be- 
tween them and the sight of that bright Athenian 
beauty that lay there in the careless rest of the 
Lykeg^es. 

*' Know him !— do I know Inm 1 '* 

" Ay I Do y<m know the man who -sought to 
murder me ? " 

There was the first sternness of wakiog fury, the 
first unconscious violence of stealing doubt, in the 
question as it broke fi:om him, while he vainly 
wrought to wrench his wrists from the close grasp 
she held them in, and be free to fall upon his enemy 
as lions fall on their foes. With them her courage 
returned, her selt^mmand came back to her, though 
her face was bloodless still, and anguish was set on 
it ; she looked him full in the eye&— eyes for the first 
time bent on her with the searching severity of an 
accuser. 

"Yea I know hinL I did not know that he was 
your assassin, though — ^though — I grant I feared it," 
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Feared it 1 What is he to you 
She was silent^ 

** What is he to you — ^thia biigaad, this brute» this 
vilest of the vile scum of Europe I** 

He spoke with the imperious veheoaeuce, the 
intolerable horror, that possessed him. She was 
silent still ; over her iace a hot flush came and went, 
the flush of an intense humiliation. 

What do you know of him ? Answer me, before 
I wring it out of his throat ! " 

She shuddered where she stood; but with a 

strength scarce less than his own» she held him from 

the place where the Grieek slept, and drew him by 

sheer force further and &rther outward. 

"Let him be I He has been the curse of my fate; 
he will be the . curse of yours." 

" Never 1 I will stamp iiis life out where he lies. 

Let me go — ^let mc go ! " 

"Gofer what?" 

" To deal with him— justly." 

"Justly I'' 

: Yes. . Men kill murderers; and it was through 
no lack of will in him he was not one. I wiU not 
kill him sleeping, but I will wash my wrongs out 
once for all Let me go I" 

. She Hung her arms close around him, so that he 
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must have wrenched her beautiful limbs asunder 
before he oonld have left her; she drew him hack- 
ward and backward, her breath against his cheek, 
her hair showered on his breast> her dignity broken, 
her self-control forgot, vivid emotion, agonised 
abandonment, making her a hundredfold more re* 
t&istless in that hour than she had ever been in her 
proudest moments of supremacy. She knew her 
power ; under that embrace he stood subdued, irre- 
solute, remembering nothing except the lovelinesa 
on which he looked. 

" Is that your love ? " she asked him. " Is that 
your trust?" 

8he felt a tremor run through all his frame — the 
tremor of the blind rage agaiusi his foe, of the blind 
idolatry of her, that warred within him; 
• "I break neither because I will deal with my 
assassin ! What is he to you that you should shield 
himl" 

The first taint of jealousy ran through the words. 
The tremor of shame that he had seen when her 
glance first fell upon the Greek passed over her; 
yet her gaze met his, and never sank beneath 
it 

'* I cannot tell you." 

There was an accent of hatred deep m his own in 
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the low words ; he looked with a terrible eagerness 

into her eyes. 
'^Caimoii Wait You say you never loved; 

were you never wedded where you hate ? " 
" Never " 

"Then what is this villain to you?" 

She seemed to shrink and shiver where his arms 
held her, as though his words stabbed her through 
and througL She kept silence stilL 

*' Tell me," he swore to her, " or, as God lives, that 
tiger shall, with my shot through his brain to pay 
for the confession ! " 

Hush, hush I If he wake, we are lost 1 " 
I will wake him in such iashion that he never 
wakes again 1 An assassin your care ? Let me 
go — let me go, I tell you !'* 

He strove to put her arms from him, to fling off 
him the coil of her hair, to break from the para- 
lysing spell of her beauty \ but she would not loosen 
him, she would not be shaken off— she drew him 
farther and faither from the Greek, let him seek as 
he would to escape from her. 

** Oh, my beloved — ^my beloved I where is the 
&ith you promised me 1 One trial*-and it breaks 1 
With such a life as mine, do you not know that 
there must be far darker things than this to try 
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you ? Have you not said that you will cleave to me 
thxough all ? Have you not refused to believe eveu 
my own word against me I " 

'* God knows it, yes ! But " 

** Here is the first test, then ; were your oaths 
empty words?" 

He was silent ; he stood motionless and unnerred 
under the brief touch of the rebuke. She knew 
that she had bound him in those withes of honour 
that he would never break • and she knew that she 
had touched him in the one noble weakness that 
laid" him utterly at her wiU and mercy. She 
loosened her hold from him; she stood apart^ and 
left him free. 

Qo, if you wiU. Suspect me, if you will Avenge 
your wroi^, if you wiE But if you do, we never 
meet again." 

His lips parted, without sound ; an anguish of 
appeal looked at her from his eyes; he stood con- 
sumed by the passions of his hate and of his love 
that strove with one another in a deadly conflict. 

''Choose/' she said, simply-^and waited. 

His chest heaved with a mighty sigh. 

" Great Heaven ! You ask me to spare him after 
such a crime ! 

** I ask you nothingr Take your vengeance, it is 
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your right ; but you will never look upon my &ce 

again." 

Because I am his foe ? " 

" No I Because you doubt me/' 

With that one wotd she pierced him to the quick. 

He had no strength, no memory, no thought, save 
of her and of her will ; he looked hack once to where 
Ins slumbering traitor lay, with the mad longing of 
denied vengeance in the look, then dowly, and with 
his head best, he turned away. 

" Be it as you will I yield you to-day more than 
my life itself.'* 

And as she heard, all her coldness and her im- 
perious resoive died out, as though they had not 
been ; she sank into his outstretched arms, and wept 
as she had never done in all her haughty womau- 
hood — wept uncontrollably, agonisedly, in such aban* 
doument, in such weakness, the sovereign temper 
in her never, ere then, had known. 

At sight of that grief he forgot his own wrong, 
his own doubt, his very vengeance; he remem- 
bered nothing, except that the woman for whom 
he would have laid down his life suffered thus, 
while to her suffering he could bring no more 
consolation than though he stood a stranger before 
her. It was not in him to have one thought of his 
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own cause of hatred against this man, when once he 

saw that she endured this poignant and deadly pain 
through his assassin, this unutterahle misery at sight 
of the sleeping Greek, whose face turned Tipward, 
with the sunset warmth and flickering shadow of 
the leaves playing on it, thus had broken all their 
dreams of the future, all the sweetness of their 
solitude. 

She lay passive some moments in his arms* her 

whole frame shaken by convulsive, tearless sobs. 

** Oh Qod ! she moaned. "And I dreamt of a 
Future, while he was living there ! " 

A gloom like night swept over her lover's face ; 
the evil spirit was upon him, which in the midnight 
chase through the moonlight of the Bosphorus shore 
had been on' him, thirsting for his enemy's blood. 
He stooped his head over her, and his whisper was 
fearfully brief 

Let me go, and he will not be living long." 

He had surrendered to her ; he had yielded up to 
her this vengeance, which had been the one goal of 
such ceaseless seardi, such vain desire ; but though 
he had let her for awhile hold his hands from it, his 
whole heart and soul were in tempestuous rebellion 
still ; his blood was hot for war, his conscience was 
strangled by hatred. 
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" Let mo go/* he whispered, thirstily. "You shall 
see him lie dead at your feet-^-dead, like the brave 
Jiorse that rotted to carrion through him." 

She shivered^ as though an ice-cold wind had 
passed over her ; but danger had been too long her 
atmosphere, and the tempests of men's hearts too 
long the powers by wliicii aiie swayed them, not to 
nerve her to force and calnmeas when both were 
needed She was deathly pale, except for those 
flushes of shame that had made the blood rush back- 
ward to her veins ; but she spoke tranquilly, laying 
her hand upon his mouth, and with that command 
which never, in moments of need, deserted 
her. 

Peace. Those are not like yourself— those tiger 
instincts. Leave them to him; they are beneath 
you." 

" They are not. They are my right" 

Is revenge ever a right ? " 
''We deemed it so in old Scotland. A right 
divme ! " 

His face was stem and evil still, with the storm of 
his longing wrath, with the pent tide of his loosening 

jealousy. 

" Divine ? Devilish I Bight Oii^ wrong, lay it down 
for my bidding." 
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He was silent. Under her hands she felt the 
muscles of his ann thrill and swell; against her breast 
she felt the stifled panting of his breath. To hold 
him back, iras like holding in leash a gazehound 
when it sees the stag. 

''Lay it down, or you are maa-swom, and fore- 
sworn." 

She spoke ^th a viyid intensity in the words 

that left her clenched teeth so low, so slowly ; she 
knew every chord in the nature of this man, as fine 
artists know every note in the diapason of the intstm- 
ment that echoes and vibrates to their slightest 
touch. 

He held his peace ; he would not break his word 
to her — break his word to a woman, and that woman 
defenceless, and his mistress, and his life's pledged 
law ; but his hunger of desire was terrible to fall on 
that sleeping panther lying so near, and to deal on 
him ten thousand blows. 

She saw the struggle in him, and her heart 
went out to him in it — went out to the strength 
and the weaicuess that were so blent in it^ the 
strength of honour and the weakness of passion. 
How often she had seen these two antagonists 
strive against each other to hold and to keep a 
soul I 



Digitized by Google 



"AT SUNSET STBANOm" 



127 



Oh, my love I " she murmured, as she drew 
him farther and farther from the place where 

his foe slept. " Give me this one thing, and you 
shall have all my life. Let him he — ^let him be. 
He took all \ he shall not take you. Come, come, 
come ! " 

He held back still, while still her arms clung to 
him, and drew him onward and onward to leave bis 
murderer in jpeace. 

" One word only," he muttered, dose in her ear, 
while his lips, as they brushed her throat, scorched 
it like £re. You deny me my vengeance. Is it 
for love of rae — or pity of him 1 ** 

The eyes» that he could have- sworn were true as 
he would have sworn that the stars shone above 
them> looked up long into his ; there was a depth 
of pain in them that smote and stilled his wrath 
as with a sudden awe. 

"Both. I love you, as I never thought it in 
me to love any — the living or the dead; and I 
pity him, as the earliest, the latest, the most 
wretched of all my enemies, though they are many 
as the sands of the sea. Have I answered you 
now ? Come 1 " 

The intonation of the words, rather than their 
meaning, laid their own solemnity on him > he read 
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that in her eyes, before which his own wrongs seemed 
to dwarf, and pale, and die out 

" Do with me as you will ; I cannot reach you — in 
all things — but I will follow as best I may." 

She seemed to him so far above him with this 
royal past, that had given her the sway over 
royalties, with this lofty serene generosity from 
which she looked with compassion on one whom she 
declared the greatest enemy of her life. 

She started as if the homage stung her like an 
adder— as if the reverence of his words were some 
unbearable disgrace. 

Never say that ! Never, — never. Follow me in 
nothing. Teach me your own brave, straight, 
knightly creeds. Let me see your noble honesty of 
thought and purpose, and let me steep myself in 
truth, and have it cleanse me if I can ! Ah ! once 
before we go, let me hear you say that you forgive 
me. Foi^ve me all you know— foigive me all that 
is hidden from you." 

The remoise with which, in the dawn of that day, 
she had bidden him flee from her for ever, the abase- 
ment that had broken down her dignity, and laid 
her subject before him, were tenfold intensified now 
in a humiliation that crushed down like a bent 
reed the bold imperious spirit that had never 
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quailed before. She seemed broken by an mmi- 
terable contrition; stricken before him by the 
conscious guilt of a criminal before her judge ; 
the prayer for pardon, the thirst for his mercy, 
seemed to be as intense as if the crime against his 
life had been woven by her brain, and instigated 
by her will, as though the hand of the Greek, sleep- 
ing unconscious in the hollowed cleft of rock below, 
had been her tool and servant. 

Yet there was not one pause of doubt, one hesita- 
tion of dread, in the answer that came to her with a 
gentleness, grave and infinitely sad/ 

" Forgive ! That is no word between you and me. 
Yet, — if there be anything of pardon needed from 
my life to yours in past, or present, or future, I give 
the pardon now, once and for ever ; you cannot 
stretch it farther than my love will yield it" 

She heard, and her head sank downward, till 
her lips touched his hand in the sign of homage 
and allegiance that she had refused to the claim of 
monarchy Her eyes were blind with tears, her 
heart was filled with a despair bitter as death, with 
a sweetness sweet as life ; he was at once her slave 
and her ruler, her judge and her saviour. 

'^Ah, Heaven t" she said, in her souL "How 
▼ainly I sought for a great nature amidst those who 
VOL. m. X 
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ealled themselves the leaders of the earth. I never 
fofund it until now ; and now — ^how little it knows 
itself as great ! 

Without a word he loosed her from hi^ arms, as 
though hj that abstinence from any utterance or 
caress of passion to show that no mere passion 
goaded him to the forgiveness which a higher and 
purer tenderness bestowed, and would so bestow 
through the uttermost ordeal, and up to the last 
hour. Silently he led the horses from the place, 
their hoo& noiselessly sinking in the rank deep 
grass, drew the girths closer, and made the few pre- 
parations that were needed for their nighi-ride to the 
sea. 

BQs foe was left in peace ; it was a heavier sur- 
render to her than any tkat had ever been made, 
many anid wide and weighty though they were, the 
sacrifices that she had wooed, or commanded from 
those who had obeyed no law like the bidding of 
her lips. His heart was sick within iiim. The old 
religion of revenge, which had been sacred to his fore- 
fathers in the age when murderers were proven 
by bier-right» and the flaming cross of war was 
borne alight over moor and motmtain, was in many 
a moment his religion still ; it was wild justice " in 
his eyes, and a justice best meted out from foe to Ib^ 
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without the judgment of any alien voice. To turii away 
and leave his enemy imaroused ; to skulk and flee as 
though he were the evil-doer ; to let the murderer 
lie there unawakened, unarrainged, — a deadlier 
thing than this she could not have demanded at 
his hands. 

The sweetness of the day had died with the setting 
of the sun, and the daikness of night had fallen on 
their lives as on the earth where they dwelt. 
Silently they mounted, and passed away; silently 
they turned and looked hack ward with a long 
and lingering gaze at the forest roof, which 
well might prove their last refuge together, the 
last shelter in which they should ever dream of. 
freedom and of a future. Then through the first 
shadows of evening, under the deep gloom of the 
woods, beside the melancholy moaning of the hidden 
river channels, they went onward in their iiight from 
Church and King, onward to the sea, if they could 
ever reach the sweet fresh liberty of its wide 
waters. 

And as they went — where the leafy depths en- 
dosed, and the forM twilight hid them — ^the Greek 
roiie tiiowly, with the heavy iediargy, and the 
weakness of overwrought fatigue still on him, like 
some fierce yet timorous panther that has been 

K 2 
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roused from rest to a cAven dread and a long* 

ing for slaughter both in one. Through his sleep 
words had come to him> mingling with his dreams ; 
instincts had stiiTed in him while yet the weight of 
that death-like slumber had laid ]ike lead on his 
eyelids ; a voice had roused the dormant images of 
memory ; a sense of some presence, some "penl, some 
rising of hate and of fear, had come on him ere he 
had been sensible; he had shaken the clinging 
stupor from him with supreme effort ; he had glanced 
upward through the boughs of cedar ; he had made 
one eager, springing movement like a panther, with 
a panther^s lust in his ejes^ and a thousand warring 
passions at his heart ; — ^then the craft of his nature, 
the cowardice of his nation, conquered the bolder and 
more ferocious impulse, as well as the jealous, way- 
ward, tyrannous affection that still, with all his vice, 
Hved in him ; the dread of his antagonist was blent 
with the instinct of his blood towards treachery in 
the place of defiance. He feigned sleep afresh, lying 
as though still in the profound peace of that dream- 
ing rest ; lying so with the soft brown lashes on his 
cheek, and his head idly thrown back upon his arm, 
until the hoo& of the horses had ceased to crush the 
cyclamen and hellebore, and the screen of forest 
foliage had &llen between him and the man whom he 
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hated with the reckless bitterness of the injurer to 

the injured, the wuman whom he loved despite all, 
though he adored tyranny and evil, and gold and 
8el£sli gaius, and the brutal exercise of a pitiless 
jealousy, far more. 

Then, as they passed away, he staggered to his 
feet, and stood a moment, in the red after-glow that 
streamed upon him, erect, quivering, instinct with 
rage like some lithe, beautiful, murderous forest 
beast, the ruddy light burning in the glow of his 
eyes, and cast luridly on the spirited head and 
perfect form that were graceful and splendid as the 
legendary beauty of ArinthoBus. 

She can love t The world should end to-night ! " 
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" ATHiENE TO A SATYB." 

Bt dawn they had reached the shore, having bent 

far southward of where Naples lay, and so rotmd to 
the sea. 

Here HHie wom-ont horses, fasting and drenched 
with steam^ and spent with fatigue paused, under 
the great shadow of a mighty wall of cliff that 
rose up from the breadth of smooth and yellow 
sand, its sides jagged and honeycombed, its crest 
overhung with festoons of wild vine and crowned 
with the grey plumes of olive, the waters idly 
lapping the amber beach below, and reaching 
outward till the dim sea-line and the mist-laden 
skies of morning blent in one. Involuntarily 
she stretched her hands to it in welcome and in 
prayer, as though the Sea-God of her fathers lived 
and heard. 

" Oh waters I give me your liberty.** 

They looked so wide, so cool, so deeply still. 
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stretching out in their measureless freedom to the 
infinite. 

" It is gentler than earth/' she muttered. Men 
die hardly on the bitterness of the land — the land 
which devours them that she may blossom and 
laugh wilii fruits bom of corruption ; — but the reiy 
death that the sea gives is dreamy and tranquil. 
And the sea will not render its dead, but loves them, 
and lulls them, and holds them ever with their 
stories untold. Where is there any other thing so 
merciful as that ?" 

There was the longing of a melancholy, weary to 
despair, through the poet-like thought of the mur- 
mured words ; in that moment she woidd gladly 
have sought the unbroken rest that could alone be 
found in the deep sea-bed, beneath those fathomless 
and changeless waves. 

She sank down on a broken pile of rock, with the 
nbbed sand at her feet and the bulwai'k of the 
mighty cliff rising above ; her face was colourless, 
haggard, almost stem, as though there were set on 
it such hatred of herself that all its youth and 
brilliancy changed to one bitter heart-sick scorn ; 
her hair was thrust back off her brow ; her eyes 
looked with a tearless, thirsty pain over the waters. 
There had been silence between them well-nigh 
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through all the hours of that sight-ride to the sea; 
there was silence still ; he stood beside her with the 
darkness of her thoughts flung back on his. 

^Tou are certain,?" she said, suddenly, at 
last 

" Do you think men forget their murderers I " 

She laughed slightly — a laugh that sent a shudder 
through his blood. 

** Well — ^your murderer was the man that had the 
hewing and the shaping of my life. Do you wonder 
now that it was evil ? " 

•'Of yours? OhGodl" ^ 

" A fair comrade ! — b, noble tutor ! What think 
you ? A lofty close for my imperial ambitions, is it 
not? A priest's cell my prison-bouse, a criminal's 
flight my safety^ a thief and an assassin my associate^ 
my ^ 

Her teeth closed once more, shutting in the word 
that would have escaped them ; a shiver of agony 
shook him as he heard. 

"Twice you have checked my vengeance, and 
bidden me ' spare V" he muttered. If these brutes 
he your foes, why call me off their throats ?'* 

« A lion shall not choke snakes." 

The brevity gave the deeper meaning to the 
words. 
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*' Why speak in parables ? You must know " 

" That jour faith is dying ? Well, let it die. It 
has every right. I will not reproach you ! " 

" It will never die. But — tvhy should you wring 
my heart to test it ? " 

** Test it ! Ah 1 do not wrong me like that I Bo 
you think I would cause you an instant's pain that 
was in my power to spare 1 Do you think I would 
spend a woman's miserable chicaneries and heartless 
vanities on you, or triumph in them at your 
cost? 

<* Answer me," she pursued ; her voice had 
changed to intense appeal, to yivid emotion, and 
she held his hands close against her heart, looking 
upward at him with a longing that broke down all 
her courage and her pride — ^the longing that he, at 
leasts should know that she was true to him, though 
she must withhold him iiom his justice, and deny 
him all he had a title to hear. ** Be my law, my 
conscience — I have been steeped su long in evil, I 
have lost all fitness to judge honour or dishonour 
aright. To tell yuu all, to lay my life before you 
as it should be laid, I must break my oath, I must 
belie iny word, I must be false to the chief thing 
that has ever redeemed my past. Answer me-*-* 
shaUIdoit?" 
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She saw a tremor shake him as a great storm 

shakes the rooted strength of cedars ; liis head sank ; 
a fierce conflict was at war within him. For a while 
he hesitated ; torn by an anguish of desire to speak 
the word that should unloose the bonds of silence 
between them. 

Then a brave gentleman's inborn instincts con- 
querud him : — 

No" he said simply. " Be true to yourself, and 
you will never be false to me. For the rest, you 
know me. I can wait." 

And she who heard liim knew that with that re- 
fusal he had put from him what cost him more in 
the renunciation than sceptres laid aside have cost 
to those who put them by at the dictation of a pure 
and generous honour beyond all selfish sway, as Ids 
was now beyond it 

"You are great beyond men's nobility," she 
answered him. In that momentary weakness she 
had longed that he should bid her sacrifice her word 
and her bond to him, but he was far higher and dearer 
in her sight because he denied that weakness it6 way ; 
she had much strength herself, and she loved such 
strength in men. "But — but — ^have you no fear 
when I tell you that my life has been tainted by 
such as he?" 
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"I have but the fear that» if I look ever on 
his &C6 again, I shall turn mnrderer like him." 

A shudder passed over her. 

''Nay! why not revenge yonrself on me? lyraB 
his asbociate. How can you know I was not his 
aocomplioe ? 

" How ! Have I not looked into your eyes ? ** 

The infinite trast that the reply breathed was 
rather in the tone than in the words. 

**WellI What do a woman's eyes ever do but 
lie? And yet look, look for ever, if you will, so 
that you learn from them that my heart is truth, 
but that my past is — shame ! " 

He stood beside her, silent ; his faith would not 
leave nor his love forsake her, but the abyss of a 
heavy guilt yawned between them, the barrier of a 
pitOess silence severed them. 

Yet — ^passion and faith were strong in him^ 
stronger than wisdom, stronger than vengeance. 
stooped and laid his hps upon her brow. 

" The shadow of others' shame may darken you ; 
no shame of yours is on you. Whatever you are — 
be mine 

The sea stretched outward, league on league of 
still gi-ey water, with no colour on it in the young 
hours of the dawn, no life, save the movement here 
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and there of some awakening ocean bird. The cli£&, 

tawnj and water-stained and sun-browned, rose aloft, 
curving inward, and shaping one of the many indents 
of the irregular southern coast ; mighty shafts of 
stone that seemed to touch the skies, and were 

deeply riven here and there in fissures filled with the 
cHnging of the vine. Grand, solitary, wild, there was 
no human aid, no boat's help tu be looked for 
here. 

The Ki'a lay there, but between them and liberty 
it stretched, an inexorable desert, impassable, and 
giving no freedom except death. 

Moments are years ; we cannot waste them," he 
muttered, as he looked across the waters, where no 
sail broke the space, and upward at the rocks which 
frowned, sterile and lonely, locking in the breadth 
of ribbed beach-sand. A £sher-boat^ sea-worthy, 
might save us still. There is a village that should lie 
not far from this. A cluster of fislung-cabins^— 

Yes, there is one a mile northward of us. A few 
huts under the cliff, and men who have the sea's 
strength in them when once they are afloat Go 
you to them," 

''Got And leave you?" 

"Else we must perish together," 
Better that 1 
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** No ; you shaU not die by Bourbon steel for me. 
I am known well in the oountiy ; the etoiy of my 
arrest must be common to all now. This masque 
dress^ which is all they left me, would draw carlo* 
sity at once. You look like a mari/fva/ro ; you can 
hire the boat unsuspected, you can steer here, and^ 
once here, with our pistols at their foreheads we can 
make the sailors take what way we will Ga I 
shall fire if any danger come. Tou will hear the 
shot far in this still air/' 

"Is there no other way ?*' 

"None. Leave me — ^there is no fear. And, in 
truth, I could not move farther yet. I am worn out 

at last." 

She spoke faintly, wearily, and a grey hue stole 
over all her face, as she leaned her head 
upon her ajm, her eyes lustreless, and with their 
lids heavily drooped, looking outward at the 
sea, whose grave she coveted The fearlessness 
that had challenged death ; the force that had 
endured any torture rather than purchase peace by 
the betrayal of cornraJes ; the high and dauntless 
q>irit that had laughed at danger, and loved peril for 
its very hazard s sake : these, which would never 
have yielded to any tyranny, or pang, or jeopardy 
that could have tried them, were unstrung and 
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crushed by the horror which had possessed her from 
tbe first moment that she had seen the sleeping 
Greek aind heard his crime. Humiliation rested on 
her; the deadliest suffeiing such a nature as hers 
can ever know — a thing which, until the sun had 
set in the past day> had never tuuched her temper. 
A shame that was ineffaceable seemed to her burnt 
into her life for ever, and under it a strength which 
had never succumbed, a dignity which had never 
blenched or quailed before the sternest trials, sur- 
rendered at last She had had the fortitude of men, 
the fearlessness of soldiers, but they seemed, for the 
hour at least, to die out in her now. 

He looked at her, and he saw that the privations 
of her prison, the scant food of many days, the 
exertion of the long and breathless ride, had told 
heavily upon her; — and he who would have coined 
his very life to purchase aid for her, could do no 
more for her than the flock of sea-gulls that flew 
past them with the breaking of the iiioming. 

He struck his heel into the sand with an agony of 
powerless grie£ 

''You will perish here of hunger, of thirsty of 
sun-stroice, of misery I I will go. I will bring 
help, if there be help on eart V 

He went down the low strip of sanded shore. 
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under the beetliiig shadow of the cli£ts, northward to 
the fishing Tillage on the edge of the waters, with 
low rounded cabin-roofs that were like clustered 
brown bee^hives beneath the giant shadow of the' 
rocka The wall of stone screened him from view ; 
the hamlet was a mile or more along the coast.; 
she was left alone, the hound at her feet, 

the loaded weapon in her hand, the glistening sea 
ebbing away into the distance wiitre her eyes were 
^ed. 

She sat motionless, whilst the noise of his footfall 
on the wet sands died gradually away. She listened 
to them to their last faint soiiiul. 

" Ah I if only for his sake he could pass out from 
my life for ever," she murmured. "Either way I 
must sm to him ;— by forsaking him, or by cleaving 
to him. To go to his heart with such dishonour as 
thott untold " 

She could have wished that the stroke of the 
sun, rising stormiiy eastward, could reach and still 
her life; that the waves rolling slowly one on 
another to her feet could come to her and wash her 
down into their darkness. For she felt tainted with 
an assassins and a traitor s guilt of secrecy and 
shame. She laughed a little, with the unutterable 
weariness of futile pain; with the ironical temper 
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which had so long made jest of eyerj sufTering, that 

it scarcely now spaied her own. 

" I know now what sort of despair fills monasteries 
and makes baiuts," she thouglit. " How honourable 
to Deitj, to give him the flotsam and jetsam of a 
wrecked existence ! " 

Twelve hours before she had said, and said 
truly, that none of her race ever failed ; she had 
known that her life had been great in much even 
whUst blamable in more; she had spoken of a 
future, in which much of dominion, of magnificence, 
of a pure and noble ambition would still linger; — a 
future in the glow of eastern suns, in the lands of 
her inheritance, in the exercise of a chieftainship, 
where boundless evil remained to be conquered, and 
boundless liberty to be enjoyed ; a future in conso- 
nance with the hatred of all bondage, and the genius 
to rule, that were inborn in her. Yet now — now, 
since she had stooped down and seen the ruddy after- 
light upon the face of the slumbering Athenian — on 
endless night seemed to have fallen on h^r, and every 
dream of future and of freedom to be mockery. 

Through the silence of the quiet dawn she 
sat without any movement; the half-dead horses 
were feebly trying to find food Iruni the salted 
grasses and drink fipom the brackish pools ; there 
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was 110 sound, except the mouotououi> chim^ 
ing of the MediteiraneaD at her feet» no refage 
in the hard aud barren surface of the colossal sea- 
walL She had sent him from her, chiefly for his 
sake, that he should not wait beside her till he was 
netted by the Church's webs» or slaughtered by the 
monarchist's steel, and an unutterable loneliness was 
about her ; there seemed no mercy on the face of the 
waters, but only a cold aud dreary smile. Beyond 
them lay liberty ; but she felt as though even the 
force to arise and seek it had been killed m lier. 

Time passed in slow, sickening measure; the 
sullen light of a tempestuous morning burned higher 
in the heavens; full day was come; the couchant 
hound awoke with menace in his eyes; across the 
sands at her feet a shadow fell : there was no sound, 
no word, but she felt the presence, as men feel the 
gliding abhorred presence of a snake, the stealing 
velret-footed approach of a tiger, ere they know that 
either are near, bhe started, and rose to her feet, 
and fell slowly backward step by step, till she rested 
against the wall of cliff, her gaze fastened on Conrad 
Fhaulcon as he stood, with the crimson sun in his 
face, and the grey water lying in a lonely waste 
behind him. 

" Ho, Miladi 1 " he cried aloud, others can ride a 

YOL. hi. L 
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wild ride besides your lover and you. I have been 

on your track all the night through. Where is he ? — 
where 1 Answer me, or ** 

She threw up her hands with a gesiture, that even 
in that moment awed him : 

Never dare breathe his name I — you^ his robber, 
his assassin." 

" Bobber ! Assassin ! Strange words to me." 

The £re of his wrath was bated for an instant 
before the resnrrection of the crime he had deemed 
buried from her reach beneath the solitary shadows 
of the Carpathian pine-woods. 

" Would that they were strange to you ! I knew 
that coward sin had your hand in it, and you swore 
by the only memory you have ever reverenced that 
you were innocent I believed you — was fool 
enough for that! — because, though treachery was 
your native air, you still at your worst had never 
taken perjured oath by that one name." 

She spoke slowly, wearily, with an unutterable 
reproach and bitterness in the quiet words ; under 
them he was for the moment cowed; he shook 
sHghtly through all his limbs, and his teeth gnawed 
the gold curls of his beard. 

** It was to serve what you worship — Liberty ! " 
he stanunei;ed.. .. . 
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■ ** Liberty ! No marvel that the peoples are in 
chains if the apostles of their freedom think to serve 

them thus." 

The words echoed over the stillness of the 

trautjuil seas with a profound eternal pathos ; 
it was the sigh of the Girondists, when through 
the death-mist^s of the scaffold they saw the angel 
of freedom they had dreamed of changed into a 
vampire of blood. 

The man before her> the lover who had left hei 
were alike forgotten ; in that moment her heart was 
with the nations of the earth, the blind who hnd 
bnt the blind to lead them when they escape the 
iron heal to track them down; the vast sum of 
suffering and heart-sick humanity that has no 
choice betwixt those who leave it to perish in its 
slough, or beat it forth to rot on battle-fields, and 
those who fill its parching throat with the fetid 
water of distorted truths, and fool its patient 
ignorance with lying grossness, that by it they 
may force upward into power. 

First — ^beyond all, grief for them was with her; 
for those innumerable, uncounted, oncompasBionated 
millions who are the prey alike of despot and oi 
demagogue; by each alike condemned to be the 
long, unnoted, pitilessly-consumed coil of fuse> lit 

t, 8 



Digitized by Google 



148 : IDALIA* 

and burnt out^ to bear the flame by which ambi- 
tion may show red against the skies, or to cany 
incendiarism in a conqueror's van< This reigned 
¥rith her beyond all things; had so reigned ever, 
and would reign until her grave; this impersomil 
love, this infinite pity, for the concrete suffering^ 
the weary destinies of the peoples, on whom " the 
burden of the unintelligible world" is bound so 
hardly, so unequally. 

Fhaulcon laughed out in defiance of the scorn 
that lashed him like a whip of scorpions. 

"Jb^iue acting — you were always a fine actress! 
— but this could come as nothing new to you, 
Miladi. You were sure that your friends were in 
it 

God forgive you ! I w<i8 sure until you swore 
your innocence; and then — though I might have 
known that truth trying to pass your lips would 
become fiilsehood in such tainted passage I did 
you too much honour, and believed you." 

No virulence and no invective could have cast on 
him so much shame as these last words. 

He laughed carelessly stOl; where he felt him- 
self a coward there he became a bravo; witli the 
rankling wound of humiliation came the bmtalised 
instinct to insult. 
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"Said you believed me rather! The Countess 
was always famous for her fineBses. Be- 
yond a doubt she had the tact to assume a fitting 
ignorance of anything that might have compro* 
miscd her.'* * 

She looked him in the eyes till his own fell ; she 
deigned no further answer. 

** Idalia ! " — ^he began to plead more huskily and 
hurriedly. 

" You have lost ail title to call me by that name. 
Put land and sea between us henceforth for ever^ 
more. Never let me look upon your face again— 
never, never, never I ** 

Her voice, losing its controlled coldness, broke 
from her with an irresistible intensity, while aa 
her arm pomtod outward to the waters, she banished 
him from every soil she touched, from every air 
she breathed. For one moment the force of the 
magnificent gesture^ rather than of the words of 
banishment, thrilled, awed, and intimidated him; 
he fell back involuntarily a step or two upon the 
tawny sands. 

''Qo, gol" she said, still with that movement 

of her hands which thrust him from her with such 
command as that wherewith the Scandinavian priest 

thrust back with his golden crosier the bloodstained 
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King who came to the altar-stepe with muider on his 
souL " Go I Show the only remorse and repara- 
tion that jou can stili reach, and let my life be 
free of you for ever," 

Again it had its weight on him, that sentence 
of banishment, grandly given, yet withal having in 
it a certain aching regret as of one who once had 
loved him well, though ho had fallen; as of one 
who owed him deadliest wrong and abhorred in him 
deadhest giiilt, yet who, for memories not wholly 
perished, could not yield him up unpitied to the 
doiiiiLiiuii ut* evil, to the WTeck of body and soul. 
He remembered all that this woman had endured 
through him ; he remembered how by him ishame- 
fill treachery had attainted the glorious morning of 
her youth ; how by him shadows that could never 
wholly pass £rom her had been flung across the 
splendour of her womanhood. 

"Stay, hear me a second,!' he said, with a 
gentler accent in the hesitation of the words. 
" You think I bear you no tenderness — I do, by 
Heaven I do, though often I come so near to hate 
you. If I had been at Antina, those brutes should 
never have touched you. Ever since I first heard 
of it, I have been seeking you. And it is in peril 
of my life I stay an hour in the kingdom ; two- 
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fold peiil, iiom ihe liourboii'o gi'ip, and iiom one 
surer still to know it and to strike/' 

"Surer? One does not live." 

** Yes, one does ; one that is ten thousand eyes 
and ears and lips incorporate, one that is thrice 
ten thousand intellects fused together, one that 
may strike me down from behind, and throw me 
like a dead dog into a wayside ditch, only for this, 
that I disobeyed and stayed in Naples to be near 
your prison." 

She knew that the ''many in one" he spoke 
of, the far-reaching invisible hand, the wide 
unening prevision and condign vengeance that 
he dreaded, were those of the political society to 
which he had been bound in the early days of 
his manhood, when fretting poverty had goaded, 
lestless intrigue had allured, and a warped yet 
at the first not ignoble love of freedom and 
of country had impelled him to its faiHBpread 
nets. 

** You say this ? So you also said, by all you held 

most sacred, that you had no share in and no knowr 
ledge of this attempted murder ^ " 

She spoke slowly, and with icy ciiiiluess that caiit 
back on him a hundred-fold more piercmgly than 

iuvtictive the thousand times of falsehood when 
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he had dealt treacherously by her^ and no lorieited 
all right, all power to force on her that he now 
uttered truth. The last two words cut asunder, and 
broke down aa though they had never been, the 
softer better thought, that iu the moment previous 
had made him well-nigh foxget all else except the 
peril of death, or of a life worse than death, to which 
she, wronged in so much, had but so late escaped 
by a haii-'s breadth. 

In that instant, whilst she spoke, the fear had 
passed from him, the knowledge of his power had 
risen again; jesloosy, and avarice, and last of 
tyranny were stronger-lived in liim than the sting 
of conscience, than the awakening of shame. 

"Wait an instant," he said, sullenly. "There is too 
dose a tie between us for us to }>art in that jfoshion." 

"To a tie that you have outraged you cannot 
appeal" 

^We are too needful to each other to sever 



"I am needful to you, doubtless. But you will 
never again make of me, or tool, or weapon, or guide^ 
or gold-mine for your evil service." 

" Ah ! Fine thing a woman's word. But a few 
days since you told me, wiUi imperial scorn, that you 
had some reverence for your oath ? " 
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"I bad; — bow mucb, let all I bave lost, and 

sinned, and wrecked, and slain for you bear 
mtness." 

" And yet ! *' 

**And yet — ^bere in your bands I break it, and 
break from it. I am absolved from my vows for 
ever. / swore tbem to a patriot ; you I know not— 
you, a brigand, an assassin l" 

Is an apostate nobler tban an assassin, then, that 
you vaunt your treachery and upbraid mine I '* 

" Nobler in notkuig ; but apustacy is your guilt, 
not mina To truth, to Ubcrty, to the peoples, I am 
loyal ; you have forsaken these — ^foiBaken 1 were you 
ever true to them? did ever you know aught of 
them ? — and leagued yourself with fraud, with avarice, 
with slaughter." 

" Bitter words." 

''Bitter I God pardon you!^if you beard but 

sheer and simple justice of all your guilt to me, 
would not the blackest words in language fail to 
yield your due ? But — let us part in silence ; I 
cannot give you over to your proper £Ait6, for the 
sake of the only life we ever cherished in common. 
Tempt my vengeance no longer; if you be wise, 
go— go while I can still let you go unharmed.'* 
** I stayed, at peril of life, to succour you if I could 
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— ^to leam your fate, to your enemies, and, in 

rewaid ui that, saw you ten hours ago lavishing love 
upon yout foreign fietvoaiitei on his heart, in his arms 
^~y<yw / *' 
"WeU?" 

She looked him full in the eyes still, with a deep 
and steady gaze ; there was a £rm, lowering gloom 
in her own, like the look which comes into the eyes of 
one who, brave and resolved, still counts the danger 
that lies before him, and finding it vast, yet resolves 
but the more ^edly to go through it. 

** You did it maybe to dupe him ? he pursued, 
with the insolent not of his silver-toned laughter, 
the louder because he had no belief in his own trans- 
lation of her acts. He had a strong arm to force 
back your gaol bars, and a wild brain to be lulled with 
your charming. Tou played the comedy with many 
— ^who so well % — was it but acted once again with 
him? You have done scores of daintier and more 
dangerous things, than so easy a victory as blinding 
and duping this mountain athlete, and you have fooled 
men for fax less stakes Ihan to firee yourself from 
the gripe of our holy Monsignore. Tell me that 
was your project, and I will pardon it, though you 
blackened my name so heavily in the little melo- 
drama. Was it 1 Yes, or no ! ^ 
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The answer was brief and oold ; she knew that for 

it this man was likely enough to iiie mto her bosom, 
where be stood before her, the weapon whose muzzle 
thrust itself out from the folds of his striped canvas 
shirt 

For once he kept his coolnetis ; she kuew him 
then to be at his worst; his vehement, eloquent, 
womanish wiath was never so dangerous as when, 
contraiy to all his temperament, he held it in check 
and waited, softly, silently, warily. 

No ? " he laughed in echo. What 1 has Miladi 
Vassalis gone scatheless in her scorn for all these 
years to be oha«ned by a rough-rider's iron smews 
and gigantic lirnbs at last! Bathos! — terrible 
bathos I And what will you do, madame, with your 
new lover ? — have him killed to keep the secret of 
your weakness, like that fair £rail Jewess of the 
French Regency of whom we read 1 ** 

Under the coarse infamy of the sneer her face 
never flushed, her eyes never relaxed their steady 
challenge of him; but a hatred beyond all words 
gathered darkly in her regard, a scorn beyond all 
words set on her colourless lips. 

"What will you do with him?** he repeated, 
scofi&ngly. "How will you square his claims and 
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mine? If yoa should get your liberty agaiu^ 
my Countess, your favourite courier will sUglitly 
embarrass you ! " 
** You possess no claim&" 

" Truly I We wiU see that. But first, what will 
you with him -? " 

'* What shall I do ? I will .tell you. Give him 
my life, and defy yours " 

*' Ah ! As his mistress or as his wife ^ 

*' His wife," 

Indeed 1 And make him a chieftain in Eou- 
melia> I suppose V* 

" Why not ? " 
Why not, truly ! He will be admirably fitted 
to play the mountain king, the barbaric lord ; and 
you — ^well, your new fancy may endure six months. 
I will give it that lease of life ; and then — men 
easily disappear in those hill fastnesses, where eveiy 
creature is your humble vassal ! " 

Her face flushed wij^h a dark tempestuous shadow 
as she heard ; she gave one movement, rapid, pas- 
sionate, involuntary — ^it was to raise her pistol for 
the signal shot. The gesture was restrained j she 
looked her antagonist firmly in the eyes. 

'* Cease this. There are none here to be cheated 
with your outrages, and to insult me will bring you 
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DO result. Once for all, hear and understand ; — this 
one man has become dear to me^ and, what is more, 
ii> honoured by me, I shall be true to him, and I 
shall defend him — as he has given truth and defence 
to me." 

The words were very passionless, but they were 

inflexible as steel; his face changed lividlj as he 
beard. » 

" Wait 1 You know the fate we give deserters ? 

Death ? Well, you can slay me if you wilL It 
will worthily close your course. Be sure of tliis— 
you will not scare me with the threat of it" 

Threat ! Miladi, you will find it more than 
threat" 

"Too likely. But I shall be his before it is borne 
out" 

What ! you love bim well enough to risk death 
for him — such a death ! — ^by night, by stealth, in 
your beauty, in your youth 1 " 

" Else should I love httle." 

The Greek looked at her in silence for a moment 
He had dealt with her in many moods, but never 
yet in one where this emotion ruled her. He had 
never known its pulse beat in her ; he was stunned 
and bewildered by his own rage; he could almost 
have found it in his soul to deal her there and 
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then the fate that she so tranquilly accepted and 
defied 

"Wait, then," he said, slowly, " You do not fear 
it for yourself — do you for him ? " 

She did not answtr ; he saw a slight shiver pass 
over her; he had foiind the one weak link through 
which to pierce the armour of her proud and 
resolute strength. « 

•'You do? That is well. Then listen to one 
warning: the first night this man sleeps in your 
arms shall be his last. Wed him and kill him, if 
you like ! " 
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CHAPTER VI. 

"THE S£EP£NX'S VOICE LESS SUBTLE." 

The fishing hamlet lay under the shadow of a 

sea-worn, red-brown, sullen cliff, that had the mists 
of the dawn still on its rugged forehead^ and the 
foam of the uprising tide now angrily splasliing its 
feet ; a mighty fortress of rock, that would break 
from its gloom to a wonderful beauty when the sun 
should come round to the west, and the glory spread 
over the waters. There were but four or five cabins, 
dropped in among the loose piles of stone and the 
pale plumes of the sand grasses ; huts low nestled, 
^and hidden like the nests on northern beaches of 
the sea-hovering tern. And these few were deserted; 
the men had been out two days with their boats and 
their nets, and their womankind were alone left, 
with children wild-haired and ruddy-cheeked, and 
with naked limbs of a marvellous mould and grace. 
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who lived all day long waist-deep in water, and slept 
all night long on a wet sail, and not seldom crushed 
the seaweed between their bright hard teeth in the 
sheer desire of famine ; and yet who, with all that, 
might ha^e thanked God, had they known it, that 
they were bom by the water's width and to the 
water^s liberty, instead of in the stifling furnace of 
cities, where human lives breathe their first and 
their last, never having known what one breath 
of ocean wind blows like, or what the limitless 
delight of a horizon line can mean. They and 
their mothers said little, comprehended less. The 
shine of silver made their eyes glisten, but they 
could give nothing in return for it Of the 
boats, there was not one left; not the craadest 
craft that ever was hauled high upon a beach to 
be broken up into firewood; nor of the boys did 
one remain of years enough to handle a rope or 
hold a tiller. 

He stood on the narrow strip of yellow sand, 
with the lipple of the foam rolling upward and over 
his feet, and looked over the sweet, fresh, tumultuous 
vastneas of the waters as men, when camels and 
mtiles, and even the hardy sons of the soil, have 
perished one by one in their rear, look over the 
stretch of the desert where no aid is to be called, no 
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change can come^ except the aid and the change of 
the death that shall leave their flesh to the vulture, 
their bones to the bleach of the noon. 

All he had done had been in vain. 

Beaching the sea» they were as far from liberty as 
when the monastery's doors had closed them in; 
unless some vessel could be chartered to bear west^ 
ward before the day should be at its meridian, they 
must turn back, and share the wolf's lair, the hare's 
terror, the stag's life of torture, when on eveiy breeze 
may come the note of chase, when every curling moss 
and broken leaf may bear a mark to bring the 
hunters down. 

There was not a sail in sight, as far as his eyes 
could reach over the water line ; it might be two or 
three nights more yet, as the women told him, before 
the fishing-boats would come in; to leave her for 
the length of time needful to traverse the coast 
was impossible ; he saw no course but to retrace 
his steps to her, and leave the choice of their 
retreat with her. 

He stood there some moments, looking westward 
from the beach, his head sank, his thoughts were very 
weary ; be was condemned to the torture of inaction, 
, the deadliest trial that can be fastened on high 
courage and on eager energies. He turned swiftly 

TOL. m. V 
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as be heard steps passing idong the loose stones that 
made a sort of stairway from the high ground, down 
between two steep and leaning sides of rock, and 
looked up in anxious hope of welcoming some boat- 
man who could help him to a vessel As he did bo, 
the morning sun, shining from the east, that faced 
him as he turned, fell full upon his head and throat, 
and standing thus, catching the brightest gUsten of 
the morning beams, the barcarolo dress served little 
to disguise him, and through the mist- wreaths that 
still hovered round aU the upper border of the shore, 
his eyes, ere escape or avoidance was possible, met 
those of the man above upon the broken tiers of 

cm 

They were the keen blue serene eyes of Victor 
Vane. 

For a moment they looked in silence at each other, 

met thus face to face, in the coolness of the young 
day, in the solitude of the unfrequented shore. Then, 
with an easy supple grace, the man, in Avliom Ercel- 
doime's instinct felt a foe, swung himself down- 
ward from ledge to ledge, and diupijud upon 
the sands beside him, with the common cour- 
tesies of a carelessly astonisliod and comjiliaientary 
greeting. 

"I came to batlie ; I am btayiug fur a \iliuggiatura 
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not lar from tlus," he said, as bis words of welcome 
closed. " You are yachtmg^ I suppose 1 " 
" No." 

No ^ I thought that hsher-costume was surely 
a sailor^s dresa May I ask what brings you^ then^ 
to this world-forgotten nook ^ *' 

"I came to get a boat, and a boaVs crew if I 
could." 

* 

*' Ah ! you have lost youif way ? " 

"I know the coast welL I merely need a boat — 
of what kind matters little. Can you help me ? *' 

"I grieve to say no. My friends' residence is some 
way from here ; and, besides, they have not even a 
pleasure skiff; they care nothing for the water. But 
you would not put out to the open sea in a mere 
boat ? " 

« Why so?" 

" Why I Because I fancy no man would who was 
not weary of his lif e^or whose life was not menaced 
on the land." 

Erceldoune looked up ; with a flash of his fiery 
impatience. 

''Explain that phrase." 

** Translate it for yourself." 
Not I. I am in no mood for enigmas. You had 
your meaning ; out with it ! " 

H 2 
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Yaue looked him steadily in the face ; a serious, 
compassionate, candid gaze. 

*' I am sorry you trust me so little/* 

Oniamented protests would have forewarned and 
forearmed his listener, whom the simplicity and man- 
liness of the reply put o£f his guard ; they made the 
loyal, generous nature that they dealt with repent as 
of some sin of false suspicion rebuke itself, as for 
some ignominy of cowardly injustice. Moreover, 
£rceldoune saw that he knew much — how much it 
waa best to learn at once, let the learning cost what 
it should. 

" He has eaten at her board ; he has enrolled 
himself her friend; he cannot ,turn traitor to 
her; he cannot play false to a woman!" his 
thoughts ran swiitly, in the tumult of a thousand 
emotions. It seemed to him so vile a things 
that to suspect even his rival of it looked base to 
him. 

*'Let us waste no words," he said, rapidly, while he 
stood faxang the new-comer with the challenge of his 
gallant regard testini,^ the truth of that glance which 
met them. "Time is life to me, and more than life. 
Yon guess rightly so far. Answer me two things. 
What do you know? — and why should you be 
trusted ? 
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** The latter tiuestion, I imagine, one gentleman 
ahould scarcely put to another ! " 

"That may be. I am in no temper for these 
subtleties. I know nothing of you except through 
rumour. Such rumour would not incline me to 
place confidence in you. You used strange language: 
you seem aware of my present peril.. Simply, say 
what it is you know.'' 

The other, with a dignity that had in it the com- 
passionate forbearance of one who respects and pities 
another whose insolence he can afford to pass over 
and extenuate, answered l^im, without hesitation, in 
a grave and regretful accent. 

"Well, — I forgive your inuendo on myseli, since 
the extremity of your peril may serve to excuse it, 
and I believe that this peril has fallen on you 
through a rashly noble and generous action. We 
have met here singularly enough. I do not know 
— positively^anything of your actions or position ; 
but I should be half a fool did I not divine much 
of both. Brieflyi we are both acquainted with a fair 
revolutionist, who has been made a prisoner of the 
loyal executive. I heard, late last night» that she 
had been rescued from her captivity — rescued by a 
man in a fisher dress, who displayed the most 
reckless chivalry in her defence, and even implicated 
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himself so deeply as to use violence to OiuHo Yillaflor, 

whereby Mousignore lies now in danger at his monas- 
teiy of Tayema. I heard this; such news soon 

spreads, specially to Court and Church ; and I heard 
also that both soldiers and sbirri are on the tiack of 

the fugitives, who are known to have made their 
way seaward. Now can you wonder that it needs 

no great exercise of intelligence to recognise in you 
the harcarolo who despoiled Church and State of 
their captive, aud to conclude that the vessel you 
stand in need of is to be employed in the servioe of 
Miladi Idalia, for whom, iiviug or dead, both Church 
and State would give as weighty a reward as the full 
coffera of the one aud the leau treasures of the other 
could afford to yield ? Scant penetration is requisite 
for such a di^coveiy; every sailor ou the coast 
will make it with me in a few hpurs' time. It is 
not a httlc thing to free a political prisoiiei, and 
to leave a mighty prelate half dead among his own 
monks/' 

He spoke perfectly quietly, his eyes, with an 
unusual melancholy, looking straight and calm 
into the eyes of the maa befoie him-eyes that 
said without words, ''You see, she and you are 
in my power. One word irom me, and both are 
lost!'* 



Digrtizeo Ly <jOOgIe 



"the serpent's voice less subtle." 167 

Erceldoime gazed at him, aosweriug uothiDg ; his 
chest and sides heaved like those of some magnifi- 
cent aiiunai caught in the toils of the trapper. He 
cared nothing for his own life ; he would have sold 
it dearly, content enough, if he died worthily ; but 
she — ^for her he had no strength ; for her he had no 
courage j for her he could sue what he would never 
for himself have sought ; for her the grave was hor- 
rible to him. 

To parry facts with lies, to turn aside discovery 

with subtle feints, was not in him; to deny that 
which he knew to be a truth never even passed his 
thoughts. This was another calamity, another 
danger, the darkest, perhaps, that could have 
come on them ; but his instinct was to brave and 
meet it, not to slink from it under a poltroon^s 
mask of falsehood. He went with ci single step 
dose up to his companion's side, and stood above 
him. 

" Grant your conclusions right — ^what then ? " 

" That is rather for you to answer. Your future 
is a very hazardous one." 

" I did not speak of my future, but of your course. 
What will it be?" 

"Do you insinuate that I should betray you V* 

" I do not insinuate ; I ask. If the world may be 
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belieTed» you have not been always noted for your 
fealty." 

" poarse language, and not over-wise—*' 
"I cannot stop to refine, nor yet, perhaps, to 
reason. * Tell me how I am to deal with you. As 
friend or foe ? " 

" Sir, that is scarcely the way to learn. Diplo- 
macy would not dictate such rough-and-ready ques- 
tions." 

" Possibly. But I am no diplomatist." 
"I imagine not. No one would suspect you 
of it" 

" Spare your satire. Give me a plain answer.** 

" Not a popular thing, commonly.'* 

Erceldoune shook with rage. This play of words 
was to him in his extremity as the irritation of 
the whip's light la^h is to the caged tiger in its 
wrath. He flung himself away with an unconscious 
Yiolence. 

Do your worsts if you choose to do it Go and 

turn traitor against the woman at whose table you 
Bat, and under whose roof you were welcome. Ad- 
venturers fitly end in renegades.*' 

"Wait You mistake." 

Srceldoune paused. 

" Show me my error, and I will confess it" 
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Vane smiled a little, in compaasion. This nature, 

so warm, so bold, so free from every suspicion, so 
willing to avoid every injustice, seemed to him so 
pitiable in its simplicity ; its naked strength, that 
could so easily be pierced; its unselfish impidses, 
that could so easily be duped ; its creed of truth, 
that was followed so blindly and so recklessly ! 

"You wrong me," he said, with that tiani^uil dig- 
nity which had again replaced the ironic fiivoUty of 
his usual inanner — " wrong me greatly. Think but 
a moment, and you will yourself see how. The 
cause for which Madame de Vassalis has been 
arraigned is mine ; would it be likely that I should 
find favour with Court or Church, even were I base 
enough to seek it 1 She is the life, the soul, the 
inspiration, often the treasury, of our projects, the 
Manon Boland of our latter-day Girondists ; is it not 
palpable that what strikes at her must strike at us ? 
Besides, leaving every such reason aside, can you 
believe that, as a guest, I should harm my hostess ; 
as a man, betray a woman 1 lUther do me some 
measure of justice. Believe, at leasts that I can 
have some admiration, some sympathy for your 
magnificent daring; quixotic I may deem it, but 
reverence it I must" 

Erceldoune heaxd him, swayed against his judg- 
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meat, influenoed against his instiiietEr. The toiie of 
the appeal touched that temper of trust aiid of libe- 
rality always dominant in him ; he hated this man, 

but to let his hate prejudice him, to injustice seemed 
vile in his sight ; he thought that he owed a 
wider measure of justice, a more limitless extension 
of tolerance, to an enemy than a friend ; where his 
impulses set him against, there he felt that his 
honour should more closely strive for fairness to, a 
foe. A code that had in its results^ perhaps, a folly 
unutterable, yet had in its root a magnanimity scarce 
less great, and such as men would do well to strive 
after in giving judgment. 

** Trusted, even a scoundrel will quit his baseness. 
And, if he have ever loved her, he can hardly 
be a traitor to her/' his thoughts ran as he 
paused there, and heard the measured sweetness 
of his rival's voice. And on those thoughts he 
epoke, making the error that] costs so many dear— 
the error of gauging aiiotiier character by the mea- 
sure of his own. 

'* If I wronged you, I ask j uur pardon. Your jests 
fell sharply on a heart so sore as mine. You have 
our lives in your power j for her sake, hold them 
sacredly* All the help you can give us is silence. I 
thank you for your promise of that Farewell 1 And 
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foTget my words if tkey did you an injury. They 
were spoken in passion and haste.'' 

For the moment the wofds toached his hearer — 
awoke something oi shame, something of admira* 
tion, something of compassion, that had no scorn in 
ill, but a dim instinct of honour for this noble mad- 
ness that believed in him, for this self-rebuke that 
was spoken so generously, content to take blame 
rather than to hold to an unjustified sospidon. All 
the cruelty of jealousy, all the pitilessness of hatred, 
all the unmerciful heartlefisness of daft, were in him 
against the man whom he instinctively knew that 
the woman he ooreted loved. Yet they were for an 
instant stilled \mder the vague emotion that ^s oke 
in him — that emotion of involuntary homage which 
even the shallowest and the basest natures will at 
times yield reluctantly to the greatness of a biave 
sincerity. 

But it was very fleeting with him; too fleeting 

to change the hard set purpose that had possessed 
him from the moment when his knowledge of his 
rival's temper had made iiini at once divme who had 
been the deliverer of their mistress, and had sent 

liini seaward to tiubt to hazard for the accident tirat 
should bring him across the fugitive's path. 
He btietched iiia hand out with frank grace. 
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That waa very nobly said. We may surely be 

friends ? " 

Erceldoone did not take bis hand. 

" Pardon me — my friendships are few, and I add 
to them larely. Aid her^ and no Mend shall be so 
olose to me as you." 

" You .speak strongly. Is the Countess Yassalis 
so dear to you, then ? " 

Judge by the risk I have run for her." 

" True ! You are not the first—" 

''The first for what?" 

^ Well — tiie iirst who thought hi^i life well lost for 
her. And — foigiye me the question, I have known 
her vso long — what does she promise you for it ? " 

" I fail to apprehend you.'* 

** You do ? I mean, what reward does that fairest 
and most fatal of sorceresses promise you if ever you 
escape the dai^rs you have incurred for the sake of 
her eloquent eyes ? " 

"Her insults are mine.' By what right do you 
use such a tone?" 

"By what right do you constitute yourself her 
champion ? It will be a thankless office I " 

"By the right of a man to defend his wife's 
honour." 

In the deep shadow of the oyerhanging cliff he 
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did not see the -ashen colour to which the faii-ness of 
his listener s face faded ; in the tumult of his own 
thoughts and passions he did not hear the quick, 
sharp catch of his companion's breath. It was soon 
suppressed in a careless, soft, ironic laugh. 

*'Ah! Miladi must think her jeopardy very immi- 
nent She never proffered so heavy a bribe before." 

Erceidoime's hands fell on his shoulders, swayiog 
him heavily to and fro. 

'* What do you dare to mean by that I " 

"Simply what I say." 
• " Why ? Am I so loathsome ? " 

'* Certainly not You are a magnificent man ; the 

very man for a lover. But marriage '* 

" Finish your sentence. Marriage " 

** May be a word on her lips, but will never be a 

chain upon her liberties." 
** You dare to mean " 

" Kelease me^ and I will tell you what I mean. I 
do not speak for any threats of force.'* 

Jblrceldoune slowly let go his hold^and stood before 
him with the morning sun-gleam on his face that 
was stormily flushed. His rival's eyes met his 
serenely ; in the calm transparent depths there was 
an unspoken pity that made his listener's blood glow 
like lava. 
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" In a word — mean this. She bas bought yoa 
with syren words ; do you dream how many she has 
bought likewise before you, and— destroyed 1 " 

*' I know that no man living shall insult her name 
to me unponisbed." 

Ah I you will stop my lips with a blow ? 
Honourable women do not need snob tragical de- 
fence. Let me ask you one thing only " 

"AskiC 

" Who fired at you in the Carpathians ? " 

In tbe warm glow of the sammer dawn Ercel- 
doune s limbs grew chilly with a sudden sickly cold. 
He did not answer. He divined the drift of tbe 

inquuy. 

''Yon do not know! You should do sa Bid 

you ever ask this woman who is to be your wife ? " 

His chest beayed beavily with bard-drawn breaths ; 
his memories were with the evening just passed by, 
wben tbe sunset had shed its ruddy hues on the face 
of the slumbering Greek, and she had bade him 
spare that worthless life with a passionate force of 
supplication to which she had never stooped when 
ber own existence had been in jeopardy. But be 
was too loyal to her for his answer not to lise hot 
and instant to bis lips. 

" Ask her ? Would I do her so nmch outrage ?" 
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** Yet no one could tuil you so well." 

" What ! you are vile enough to say—*' 

" The villany is not mine ! I say that Id alia Vas- 
salis can tell you better who is the man that sought 
to take your life than can any one elise in Europe." 

Erceldoune heard in silence ; he felt giddy^ blind, 
heartsick ; his knowledge of her association with his 
enemy was lying like a dead weight on the indig- 
nant scorn with which he would, without it, have 
flung back the insult offered her; the remembrance 
was upon him of her intercession that had screened 
the criminal from justice, of her conjuration that had 
interposed between the guilty and his retribution, of 
the mingUng of shame and of terror that had broken 
and bent her haughty nature like a reed. 

"You lie," be said, savagely, seeking only to de- 
fend her at all hazards. ** She neyer knew he is 
her foe not less than mine." 

" Ah I she has spoken of him then I " 

"What if she have?" 

"Nothing. She said he was her foe, did she? 

Wliat other things did she say of in in ? 
Erceldoune's hand seized him by the linen of his 

vest, and shook Lim as a strong giasp will shake the 
slender stem of a larch-tree. 

"You Will make a brute of mo ! You have some 
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hellish meaning hidden — speak it out, if ^ou have a 
man's heart in you. What would you dare bring 
against her ? ** 

Yane freed himself with difficulty^ and moved 
slightly aside ; but there was no anger in the sere- 
nity of his voice, only some pity and much patience. 

" I have nothiDg hidden ; if you hear me, you will 
know as much as I know. I see your error; many 
have made it. You have thought in such divinity of 
form divinity of soul must dwell Scores have made 
your mistake, and died for it — as you may before the 
game is out. Miladi has had many lovers, and — 
dead men tell no tales/' 

He paused; his rival's hand was on his mouth, 
and the steel tube of a pistol was pressed against his 
forehead. 

" Another syllable like that, and, by Heaven ! I 
will shoot you with the lie on your lips/' 

Courage had never been lacking in him ; his eyes 
looked up none the less tranquilly into the dark, 
flushed, haggard face above him, though the cold 
ring of the weapon pressed its mark on his skin. 

"You can, if you choose. I am unarmed. You 
will ohUge your mistress too. I know many of her 
secrets.'* 

Erceldoune's arm fell to his side; he shivered 
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through all his frame ; he could not use violence to 
a man without the power to returo it ; he could not 
force to silence words which, if he refused to hear 
them, he would seem to know were true in all their 
shame. He dropt the pistol down on the sands 
between them, and crossed his arms on his chest. 

"Say your worst. Our reckoning shall come 
later." » 
" Well, my worst is — the truth. You love this 
woman; but you are not in her confidence; you 
never will be." 

He saw a quiver of pain break the wrath on his 
listener's face, and he saw that the bolt had struck 
home. 

**You believe everything she tells you? I never 
found the man who did not I doubt if a man can 
look long at her, and see clearly, unless he have known 
her well, and come forewarned to her — as I came. 
Well, you have thought her a mistress for ' Shaks* 
pearesself;' you have seen her in great dangers; 
you have imagined her foully wronged ; you have 
cast away all your heart on her, and now are casting 
your life away after it And you do all this without 
ever having asked yourself and the world what a 
woman must be who, titled, is yet out of society ; 
who, young, yet recklessly defies all custom ; who, rich, 
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can summon round her none but men, and iliose uxnix 
adventurers or comspiraton ; who shelters your 
assassin in lier Turkish gardens, yet affects all igno- 
rance of his identity or vicinage ; and who, driven at 
last to speak of him, tells you he is her foe, yet 
omits altogether to explain why, if so, she has so long 
shielded him from your discovery and the law's 
justice. You love, and therefore you are blind. Yet 
is it possible that even that blindness' can be so 
utterly dark that you have never remembered all 
these things ? " 

The black blood gathered in his listener's face ; he 
kept his passions down, because, for her sake, he held 
' it best to hear all her calumniator would bring against 
her ; but they well-nigh mastered him, rising the 
darker and the stronger for the keen pang of truth 
that every shaft of the abhorred words stung him 
with — truth that she had herself placed it beyond 
his power to refute, 

" Go on," he said, simply. " You called yourself 
her friend, I think ? " 

. The rebuke was bitter, yet it did not move the 
man it lashed. 

" Scai'cely so much," he returned, (quietly. " Her 
aoquaJntance— indeed, her associate in not a few 
political matters — but scarcely her friend. Miladi*8 
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Mendships Are too perilous. Look you; I bad ft 

friend once, an Austrian, though I bear Austria nu 
love. Wd had been lads together in Yenetia^ and 
the war-feuds failed to divide us. I think ho was 
the brightest and the biavest nature I have ever 
known. Well, in an evil hour he fell, as you have 
done^ under the eyes of Idalia. He had a military 
secret in his keeping ; a secret, granted, that was of 
import to Italy, so perhaps you will deem what she 
did was justified for Italy's sake. I might have done 
BO, had I not known him from his boyhood ; I might 
have done ; — ^who touches politics fast gi ows a knave. 
Well, she sunned him in her smiles, till sense and 
judgment both were gone— as yours are gone. Then, 
while she promised him her beauty as its price, 
she stole his secret from him — bought it with those 
caresses you believe are only yours — and, when his 
honoiurwas yielded up to her, turned him adrift with 
a laugh at his weakness. Ah i that is Miladi's way ! 
So— I saw him shot one sunny summer dawn ; with 
the balls in his throat, ^ed by a volley of his own 
Cuirassiers. Politically, we owed her much; per- 
sonally, I never in my soul could trust the woman 
who betrayed Ht^o." 

Erceldouno shook through all his limbs; the 
spasm not alone of rage but of a more crael emotion. 
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The tale had too close a iikeuess with her own self- 
aocusmg confeasion, her own keenness of remorse, 
not to bear a burden of possibility with it — a hideous 
siii£hce of truth which njade it impossible it should 
be cast away^as calumny. Yet through the dizzy 
misery that came upon him he grasped one thought 
stiil foremost of all — ^to defend her. 

"Is that all you stayed me to tell?" he asked. 
** It was not worth your while. I have no heed for 
UbeW 

" It is not all. I know well that my words are 
wasted, and that you think me a slanderer for them : 
that is a matter of course. Hugo thought me the 
same when I told him what the tenderness of his 
imperial inistreiss would prove worth. I will not 
strain your patience longer; let us keep dose to one 
fact — the attempt upon your life. You deny the 
association of Idalia Vassalis with that crime ? 

"I deny it— utterly." 

His voice had a harsh vibration in it like the tone 
of one who speaks under unbearable physical suffer- 
ing. He denied it in her name ; but whilst he did 
80 there ate like fire into him the remembrance of 
that horror, that remorse, that . passion, with which 
she had looked upon the Greek, and held him from 
liis vengeance. With his last breath he would have 
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declared her guiltless ; with his last thought held her 

so ; yet the shadow of giiilt fell on her, and he could 
not drive from her the taint and the tarnish of its 
reproach. 

" Tou do ? She is indebted for your chivalry/' 

resumed the slow, sweet voice of his companion. 

I see how little you must ever have heard of the 
finest mistress of intrigues that Europe holds, to 
yield it so unhesitatingly. Now bear with me a 
moment while I ask you why you are so certain that 
she had no share in the attack made on you ? " 

** Ask yourself. You know her." 

"And you mean that none who do can doubt 
her being the proudest and the purest, as well as the 
fairest among women ? Ah ! but then I have passed 
by that stage ; / knew her by repute long before I 
ever saw her face. Your reasons for thinking her 
both innocent and ignorant of your attempted assas- 
sination are these : that she was on the spot at the 
time you were shot down ; that she saved your life, 
and concealed the action even from yourself, allowing 
it to be believed that Moldavian herdsmen rescued 
you ; that you chased the leader of the band us fai as 
the gardens of her villa at (Constantinople* and there 
lost sight of him, though the walls of the gardens 
were so disposed that he could only have been con- 
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cealed witbin them, if not in the house itself; that she 

invited you to spend many hours alone with her in 
her Eastern hermitage^ and so spent them that she 

found little diflBculty in making you believe Ler all 
she would ; that she then sought to throw you off by 
leaving you abruptly without any clue to her move- 
ments ; and that when you persisted, against her 
wish, in seeking her, you lound her, first the asso- 
ciate, and a little later the fellow-prisoner, with the 
men of that very par ly uf extreme iibcralists to whom 
you have always attributed the murderous onslaught 
made on you. These are your reasons for holding 
her innocent of all treason to you ; they would not 
be very weighty evidences in law and in logic." 

As the chain of circumstances uncoiled link by 

link in the terse, unadorned words, it seemed to 
tighten in bands of iron about the heart of the man 
who trusted not less than he loved her. His face 
changed terribly as all the force of meaning and of 
circumstance aiTayed itself against her, and the 
vague doubts, that he had strangled in their birth as 
blasphemies against her, stood out in unveiled lan- 
guage. A dogged, savage, sullen darkness lowered 
on liis features ; it had never been on them before 
then ; it was a ferocity wholly akin to his nature 
hardened and embittered by the knowledge of his 
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own powerlessness to repel or to refute the evidence 

arraigned. They were but facts wliicli were quoted 
— ^facts not even distorted in the telling ; the infe- 
rence drawn from tlicm was the inevitable one, how- 
ever his loyalty to her disowned it He felt driven 
to bay ; he was fettered to inaction by the know- 
ledge that on him alone her safety hung ; he was 
weighted to silence by the memories which thronged 
on him of her own acts and words^ of that poignant 
remorse which had sunk so deeply into her nature, 
of that self-condemnation which had so unsparingly 
condemned her. Yet amidst all he never heratated 
in her defence, and his eyes fastened on her accuser 
with a steady unyielding gaze. 

** I am no casuist and no rhetorican ; you are both. 
Once for all^no more words. If you have been her 
friend, you are a traitor ; if you have been her foe, 
you are a slanderer. Either way, one word more, 
and I will choke you like a dog." 

" An unworthy and a coarse threat What false- 
hood have I told you yet ? I named but facts." 

" Your outline might be &ct It was your colour 
was the lie.** 

I think not X can prove to you that your mis- 
tress was in the secret of your assassins." 
And your motive in that ? ** 
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The lion-like eyes of Erceldoune literally blazed 
their fire into those that met them with unchanged 
serenity. There were volumes in the three words ; 
all of distrust^ disl>elief, hatred^ and scorn that his 
heart held for the une who had turned counsellor to 
him. Their sting pierced deep ; but the wound of 
it was covered. 

My motive is this. A party with which I was to 
a great extent associated, yet from whose measures 
I very often dissented, implicated me by their ex- 
treme opinions in many couTses that I utterly disap- 
proved, and implicated my name still oftener un- 
known to me. I am entii*ely against all violence and 
all fraud — not from virtue — do not affect virtue— 
but from common sense. FoliticaUy, much is per- 
missible ** 

** I am not inclined to hear your creed. I make 
no doubt that it is an elastic one I Your motive ? 

''You pass it in your haste. I endeavour to ex- 
plain it. I became entangled in earliest youth with 

* 

men whose association has been the greatest injury 

of my career. I have never been able wholly to free 
myself from their influence, but I have long ceased 
to coimtenauce their more unscrupulous intrigues — 
not from virtue, I distinctly say, from policy. It is 

a lack of sagacity that produces all crimes ; nothing 
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else ; except an excess of animalism, which produces 
the same results, because it amounts to the same 
thing." 

Spai-e your ethics i Your motive ? " 

Springs from the inability of my late associates 
to discern the kinship of crime and foolishnes& 
When I first heard of your robbery, I had my sus- 
picions ; I was baffled in my inquiries ; I believed 
that men with whom my name was connected were 
concerned in it, but they feared tliat I should ieam 
their complicity, and for some time succeeded in con* 
cealing it. Recently — indeed^ the day before the 
affair of Antina— I found my suspicions right. I am 
ashamed to say that I liave traced that melodramatic 
viilany to those who call themselves of my party, 
although I have fully and finally broken off all col- 
lusion with them. In a word, I have felt disgraced 
that men with whom I have been allied should have 
been capable of such an outrage, and so much repa- 
ration as can lie in the acknowledgment is of course 
your immediate due. I care little how you revenge 
yourself, so that your vengeance maybe the executor 
oi mine for the deception passed on me. Moreover, 
in learning the truth of the crime you suffered from, 
1 learnt what you have a right to know, since you 
believe the Countess Yassalis worthy the surrender 
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of your own life, which is probably the oost you will 
pay sooner or later for your loyal efforts to save 
her." 

Erceldoune breathed fast and heavily ; a sicken^ 
ing senae of myBtety» of treachery, of evil, of half- 
truths told him only that by them he might be led 
deeper into enori was upon him. 

" Had I twenty lives, she cuiiimauds them," he 
said briefly. ''Say out your meaning — honestly, if 
you can." 

Veiy simply, then the woman to whom you 

would give a score of lives, if you had them, has 
from first to last sheltered your assassin from you, 
and has coimterfeited tenderness for you that she 
might gain an influence strong enough to enable her 
* to turn aside your vengeance from the only man 
Idalia Vassalis ever loved." 

The words were cold, clear, incisive, calm with the 
tranquillity of unwaiped truth. Under them he stag- 
gered shghtly, like one who reels under a deep knife- 
thru st ; his hands fell once more on his torturer's 
shoulders, swaying him dizzily to and fra 

" Own that yo.u lie, or by " 

The closing oath rattled hard in his throat ; in 
the moment he could have choked her IraJuccr dead 
with so more thought, no more zemone^ than moB 
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straiigle the add^ that has destroyed the life they 

treasure closest. 

Vaae^ deficieut neither in courage nor in sapple 
strength, shook himself loose with a rapid movemeiit, 
and lifting the pistol from the sands^ held it out with 
a grave, graceful gesture, as though the weapon were 
a branch of palm. 

^Take it back, and lay me dead with it, if you 
hnd that I tell you untruth." 

«///" 

** Yes — ' iV I am no slanderer weaving a legend ; 
no gossiper trafficking in cobwebs. I tell you a 
liard, unglazed, pitiless fact ; there are many sucli in 
the history of the woman you imagine has so stain- 
less, so martyred, so royal a soul ! Take back your 
weapon, and use it if I play you &lse. You are 
• longing to kill me now — I see that in youi* look ; 
but you are a lion, not a fox, and so yon will not 
kill in the dark. Make it day about you, broad . 
noonday, by which you can read the depths of your 
mistress's heart, and then — ^if she prove guiltless and 
I a liar — then compensate yourself as you will" 

Erceldoune answered nothing. A dusky reddened 
light was glowing in the darkness of his eyes, the 
light that glows in a dog's when the longing to seize 
and rend is rousing in it ; his blood felt like £re ; the 
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dawn seemed to gi'ow like night ; the conoisiou of a 
jealous hate was in him, and in its evil all other 
memories were drowned, all desires (quenched, all 
loyalty loosened. 

The other touched him as he turned and strode 
* oTer the wet stone-strewn beach. 
Wait. Where do you go ? " 

*'I go to 'make it daylight/ as you say — daylight 
strong enough to unbare your Tillany." 

" But first you must hear ** 

*' I have heard too much/* 

" Stop an instant. £emember» I have known the 
Btoiy of Idalia as you will never know it" 

"The more you know, the more honour should 
bind you into silence." 

** Matiman 1 When I tell you " 

" Mad I may be. Bather ihat than a traitor." 

** It is a traitress of wliom we speak." 

Erceldoune's eyes flashed a strange glance into 
bis ; it was scorching as fire, yet it had in it a ter- 
rible appeal. 

** Take care what you do. You will make me kill 

you." 

" No. But I will make you prove my words truth 
or slander." 
" I go to do it** 
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You think you do ; you do not. You go to hear 

a few soft words from lips that have duped the 
subtlest inthgueis in Europe^ and to beUeve every 
phrase that they breathe with a kiss upon jovaa, as 
though it were witnessed by angels I I tell you that 
my honour shall not rest upon so wayward and so 
frail a thing as her caprice of invention." 

"And / tell you that her honour shall not rest 
upuu the tongues of traitors. You have dared to 
say she shielded my assassin—" 

"I say more ; — I say she loved him. No ! Take 
your hand o&; you can seek my life later on; at 
present you must save your own, if you do not want 
a Bourbon bullet through your lungs for this woman 
who has fooletl \ uu, as she fools us all. There is one 
man, one only, that your mistress ever loved. She 
has wearied of him now, found him a thorn in her 
side, learned to hate him as such women can hate, 
drawn all the fragrance from her rose, and thrown 
the old withered leaves away — only the leaves are 
poisoned, and they cling» they ding ! One man she 
loved, and she lavished her gold on him, and .she 
reared her ambitions for him, and she was half his 
slave and liali^ his sovereign, while she was for all the 
world beside that beautiful, cruel, wanton, pitiless, 
divine, and devilisli sorceress that we know. She 
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has bad many lovecs, but she duped tbem all* This 

man she never duped. A panther, with a velvet eye 
and a gloricnia beauty ; a sun-god, wtth the soul of a 
fox and the heart of a carrion-crow — nothing more. 
But who shall measure the passionate fancies of a 
woman? — and such a woman? Well, she loved him; 
and he was your assassin. No way so sure to shield 
him, as to bring you under her dominance! It may 
be, it is trae, that whilst fooling you for his sake, 
you dethroned him, and she grew in earnest, and 
it is he who is now to be thrown ad lecmes. It 
may be ; Miladi has bad many such caprices ! That 
you may know I say truth, and not falsehood, go and 
put but two questions to her. Ask her first, who 
the man is who left you for dead in the mountains. 
Ask her last, what the tie is that binds ber to the 
companion of her Hfe, Conrad Ilhaulcon.'* 

Erceldoune had listened, without a wosd, without 
a breath, his face with that tempestuous darkness 
lowered on it, and a great horror, a great misery 
gazing vacantly out from his dilated eyes. Yet the 
loyalty and the faith in him were stronger than all 
tests that wrung them ; he struggled to keep his 
hold upon them, and to keep them pure, unsoiled, 
unswerving, as uien may strain to guard their honour 
unwaiped, when all the dizzy world about them 
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reeks with infamy, and presses them on to 
dime, 

"I witt ask her/' he said, hoarsely, while his lips 
were white aud dry as dust. ''Not to prove her 
purity, hut to prove your shame.'' 

Then^ without another syllable, he turned and. 
set his fieuse southward, and went by great swift 
steps, that sank into the sand, backward to where 
he had left her^hadcward, with the Sicilian 
sea lying silunt aud imtroubicd by his course, 
and the sun rising higher from over the red wall of 
rock. Belief in what he had heard there was none, 
even yet, in his heart ; off the brave allegiance of his 
rash nobility the evil fell, finding no grappling-piacu, 
no resting-lair; but on him a heavy, breathless, 
deadly oppression lay, and the first fear that his 
bold life had ever known ran like a current of 
ice through all his veins. The poison of doubt Jbad 
been breathed on him, and its plague spot widened 
and deepened, let him rend the canker out as he 
would. 

Once he stretched out his arms to the vacant air 

as he went on in hi^ loneliness, a^ though he saw her 
beauty, and drew it to him> though death should 
come with it. 
**0h, my love, my lovet" he muttered nncon^ 
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sdoualy, in the longing of hiB soul What matter 

what you be, so you are mi/ie / " 
. It was in the blindness of the senses that he spoke 
the mere idolatrous desire for the loveliness that to 
him had no likeness upon earth ; the cruel, intoxi- 
cated, fiery riot of the ** love, lithe and fierce that 
counts no cost to itself or to its prey, and that would 
plunge into an eternity of pain to purchase one short 
hour of its joy. A moment, and the nobler emo* 
tion in him rose ; the perfect faith, without which 
his one idolatry would be but brutalised aban- 
donment, rebuked him; his head sank, his eyes 
saw the grey, glooming sea> through a hot rush of 
tears. 

''Qod forgive me so much sin to her as lay in the 
mere thought I *' he murmured as he went ; to think 
that the lips which had lain on his had ever breathed 
the kisses which betray, to think that the heart which 
had beaten upon his had ever throbbed to the warmth 
of guilty pleasure, seemed to him a blasphemy against 
her that was ain itself. For, even though those lips 
should be his, even though that heart should beat for 
him, if there were past treachery or present infidelity 
in her life, she would be dead to him— -dead, more 
cruelly than though the steel had pierced the fairness 
of her breast, and the golden trail of her hair been 
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drawn through Uie trampled dust of biood-staiiied 
streets. 

If truth abode not with her, and the fealtj of 
honour, she was dead to him. 

" If her eyes shrink iiom jninc, let the seas covei 
me ! he prayed in his soul ; and the length of the 
shore seemed endless to hira, and the tawny stretch 
of the beach to be the waste of a desert, and the surf, 
as it flowed up and broke at his feet, to force his 
steps backward and backward, and to bind his limbs 
as with lead. 

For many moments the man who had tortared 

him stood motionless, following with his gaze the 
retreating shadow. The graye patience, the gentle 
tranquillity, the subdued regret his features haa 
worn throu^out their interview, passed away; a 
tliousand emotions, a thousand shades of thought, of 
feeling, and of suffering, swept over them; alone 
there, with no living thing near him save the white 
gulls resting on the curl of the waves, he had no 
need to wear a mask, and he endured as sharp a 
misezy as any he had dealt. 

The deadliest pang in it was shame ; the carking, 
jealous, bitter shame that where he had £uled 
another should have won ; the knowledge that the 
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love borne iier by the man who had iuit him was to 
tlie love that he himself had borne as the puhty and 
value of pui'ged gold against a pile of tinsel It 
fiUUed in eometiung the tortures of jealousy^ it sated 
m something the thirst of hatred, to cabl — were it 
only in thought— irony and inyective^ and soomfiil 
calumny upon his rival ; it was natural to him to 
despise with all the contempt of his fine and subtle 
mtelligenoe a eharacter that its own tenkness and 
loyalty and high courage left naked to all poisoned 
shafts, and that was so xasUy liberal in faith, so 
unwisely incapable of falsehood, so blindly and wildly 
careless to how it wrought its own weal and woe. 
Yet the most carking wound of all that now ached 
m him ir» latent MDM of ««pmor% in 1^ 
one who had supplanted him, who had succeeded 
where he had been vanquished, and whom he had 
regarded, with the cold disdain of a tiippant wit, as 
holding all his worth and merit in an athlete's mere 
physical perfection of thews and sinews. Steeled 
agaiost all such emotion aa he was, the greatness 
and the iiobieness of Jehceidouue faith forced them- 
selves on him; they wrung a reverence out of him de- 
spite himself, and they dealt him a mortal pain ; pain 
that was in one sense vanity-moved^ since it would no 
-longer leave him the one solace of acom for his rival, 
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but a paiii tliat sprang from, and tliat moved, a deeper, 
better thing, — a reoognition, tardy and unwilling 
though it was, of some greatness he had missed in 
miming truth ; aome base and guilty cowardice that 
he had stooped to when once truth had passed firom off 
his lips^ banifihed with a ecoE as only £t for fools. 

Beyond jealousy, beyond hatred, beyond m&tj 
other feeling in him as he stopd looking southward 
at the great dmft of russet atone that screened the 
pathway of his rival Irom his sight, there was on liim 
then an intense hmniliatioa Beside the smcexity, 
the fealty, the self-Hurreuder, the brave patience of a 
genenniB trusty hia own subtleties looked so un- 
worthy, his own fine craft so poor ; another could 

lender her a love that deemed life itsetf well lost for • 

her, and he — ^he was her traitor ! 

There was enough of honour and enough of ten- 
derness in iiiui for the contrast to strike into him, 
hard, sharps swifib as steel. This man whom he had 
contemned with all the mockery of his brilliant 
mind had grown great in his sight simply through 
the ennobling influence of a mighty passion and a 
heroic faitL Me still cursed these with his lips as 
insamty, as idiocy, but in his heart he knew their 
greatness — a greatness that he had by his own choice, 
his own act, put &r firom him for ever. 

o 2 
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Away in the world again he would again cleave to 
his old creedB, and deem this moment womanish 
weakness ; but he^e in the loneliness of the morning; 
under the sting of an intolerable toiment^ the man 
he hated was great in his sight, and be himself was 
base exceedingly. Where he stood, with no eyes on 
him that could read his shame, a red flush slowly 
stole over the wanness of his face ; none Hying could 
have brought it there, but the scourge of his own 
thoughts did. 

For though he had fallen willingly, the &11 seemed 
to him hideously vile ; as in the grey, cold, unpitying 
light of a dawn that brings him no slumber, the sins 
and the burdens that a man counts recklessly, and 
bears lightly, in the crowds of the dajrtime and the 
dissipations of the night, stand out in their true 
colour, and grow unendurable in his sight and his 
memory. 

But the better instinct too soon perished ; there 

was passion in him, and passion choked conscience ; 
he could not have told whether he most loved or 

most hated this woiaan, hut whichever emotion 
Hwayed him furthest, the jealousy that he had so 

often laughed at ais a barbari.sm of a bygone age was 

bom of both, and in its fire quenched all other 

things. He felt for her that covetous, sensual, 



Digitized by Google 



''THE S£BP£NT'S VOICE LESS SUBTLE 1" 197 



]kitileB8 growth of mingled envy, admiiation^ and 

ambition, which, long after all tenderness has 
perished out of it, will retain all its imperious 
egotism, and all its thirst for sweeping destructiou 
of everything preferred before it. An acrid bitter- 
ness against her for her pride, her power, her keen 
ini, and her fearless intellect, had been blent with 
the earliest hours of his subjugation to her ; anii 
this served now to strengthen tenfold the fierce, 
mute, aching impatience witii which he now muse J 
on the possibility that this woman, so cold, so 
merciless, so full of mockery for him, had ever stooped 
to the weakness she had often played with, and so 
often ridiculed. 

"Is it possible I Is it possible he muttered, 
while his delicate lips shook and worked in the 
anguish which, in a youth, would have been spent 
in teaia " She-HK> victorious, so ironic^ so chill, so 
world- worn, love for sake of a wanderer's eagle 
glances, arough-rider^s Uon-gracesl She I— a woman 
who could fill a throne, and rule it single-handed, 
fiahaw 1 she is a voluptuary, she is a coquette, she 
has her caprices — ^Miladi ! And he is handsome as 
a gladiator. She loves him-H>h yes^she loves him 
for six month<3, six weeks, six days. And what price 
will he pay for the paradise V* 
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The ▼enomoiu words were murmured to the soli- 
tary shore; even thus, and alone, it was a miel 
solace to him to taunt her with those sneers, to soil 

what he had lost for ever, to libel what he envied. 
It eould not harm her thus to slander her, where noi^ 
made answer, but he felt a relief in it, a joy kindred 
to that with which he had sold her into the hands 
of Giulio ViUaflor. 

Moreover, he believed what he said; partially 
because his tjuifering made him cling to whatsoerer 
could lessen it ; partially because the character of 
Idalia had escaped biiu in many of its hues, keen 
and varied as were the worldly experiences hy whose 
light he had iirst set himself to read it. He had 
known of her through a thousand tongues ere ever 
he had looked upon her face; the poison-mists 
breathed from their distortions had never wholly 
faded from before her in his sight. Such a woman 
needs a mind singularly truthful and singularly 
libeial to understand her aright. Truth he had not in 
him, and to all talent save his uwn he was illiberal; 
thus he had failed in following the complex 
meanings of her life and of her thoughts. He had 
uttered but what he held himself when he had said 
that ' 

Imatifnl aho 1% 
Tk» ferptnlTs voiee lets tnMle than bar kiaa; 
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The snnlce "but ranquishcd dust ; and slie will draw 
Another hmt from iieavoA to break heaven's law. . 

But he had withheld what was not less true, that it 
was because she had this sin of meiciless destmctioD 
in her« this serpent skill of tempting, this guilty 
power over the fates and souls of men, that he had 
first been fascinated to her dominion, and first seen 
in her a mistress by whom and with whom he could 
reach all to which his restless and insatiable am- 
bition aspired, and aspired in vain. 

" Wili he believe V* he wondered, as his eyes 
vacantly rested on the sands where the footprints 
of his rival had sunk. " Not he. What man 
would believe the witnessing voices of the whole 
world if she once whispered them false ? And 
she pays him, too, with love^words, with the sweet- 
ness of her lips, with the touch of hair on his cheek ; 
-«h, God 1" 

He could have thrown himself on the sands 
and bidden the sea surge up and cover him, when he 
thought of that caress which already had been the 
reward of the man who had succoured her. And he 
—he who betrayed her, what had he won by the 
treaoheiyf 

'^Bevenge at leasts" he thought; and as he 

thought so his head sank, his limbs grew rigid, his 



Digitized by Google 



200 IDALIA. 

chest rose and fell with a single voiceless sob. He 
only remembered that revenge was valueless, since 
revenge could not bring him the lips that he longed 
Im, the beauty that he desired as the ice-bound 
earth desires summer. 

Valueless ? — yet not so. It could not give her to 
him, but it could witiihold her from any other. 

A young, shy, gentle, little sea-bird, whose wings 
as yet could scarcely bear it, rose at ins feet as he 
mused, and fluttered a hand's breadth, and then 
trembled and fell, panting and glancing up with its 
bright, dove-like, brown eye. He took it savagely 
and wrung the slender snowy throat, and flung it 
out on to the crest of a breaker— dead. He had 
never before been cruel to birds or beasts; such 
fierce and wanton slaughter was not natural to him, 
but in this moment it had a horrible pleasure in its 
brutality. He had subdued all his impulses of hate 
so long, ii sated them, if ever so slightly, to wreak 
them on that innocent thing. He had seen the 
dying eyes glase and fill with misty fear with a 
gladness he would have believed impossible ; he 
wanted to see hers fiMie out thus ; to stand by and 
see them fade with just that look of terror and of 
helplessness; — eyes that had given such smiling 
scorn to him, such passionate eloquence to others. 
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He watched the tumbled heap of white ruffled 

plumage washed in and out by the wind-moved ~ 
caprices of the ''tideless sea.** 

'* I can destroy her as easily as I killed that bird," 
he thought, and the wont instincts of his nature 
had their sway once more, cus his mouth laughed 
with his slight, soft smila ''Barbaric I Terribly 
barbaric ! " he murmured. " And I was so wise in 
my diplomacy with him; I told him only truth. 
TaIle}Tand is right. Truth is so safe and so sure !" 

Then leaving the dead curlew floating on the 
water's play he went whither he came. 

" Monsignore will rally enough to sign an order/' 
he mused. " A half-score soldiers, and they will be 
netted. Miladi's passion will not be smooth in its 
course l** 
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*' SHALL EVIL BE THT GOOD?" 

Wherb the Greek faced her on l^e secHshore 
there mm a long silenoe between them— « siknoe 
breathless and pregnant, like that which precedes 
the first low muttering of a Btorm, the fint dioppn^ 
shots of a battle. Many times their strength had 
come in conflict, and many times the variable^ un- 
stable, serpentine will of the man had been crushed 
under the straight, scornful, fearless will of the • 
woman. Now, for the first time, he had his ven- 
geance, and she could not strike back on him^ 
bacause for the first time he had found weakness in 
her, and could reach her through the life of another. 

He laughed aloud in his victory. 

" CShoose, Miiadi ! Your favourite Maxims say, 
aflter the first passion all women love the love, not 
the lover. If you indulge the first you will slay the 
last. Chooser* 

For all answer she swept with a sudden movement 
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flo dofle to him, that he ML book with the coward's 

instinct of physical fear. 

« You have been often bought for imud<sc. What 



The words left her lips with a soom that burnt 
like flame, with a bitterneas that cot like steeL 
Neither touched him ; he laughed again in the con- 
tent of his triumph. 

" What price, my Countess t None 1 " 

'' You want gold — you lore gold. You would sell 
your soul for gold. You shall have it" 

The dread upon her made herToioe deep and 
hushed, like the stealing of an autumn storm-wind 
through foreste; the soom within her made her' 
face flush, and darken, and quiver, as though the 
flicker of a torch played on it. Neither moved him 
to shame. 

" Oh yes," he said, with a slow smile-— "gold, gold, 
gold. Of coiu^e you would give me that. As much 
as you would throw away on a banquet, or a dia- 
mond, or a web of lace, should ccnne to m$, if I 
would stay aloof and hold my peace, and let the 
Border Eagle build his eyrie on the Roumelian hills, 
and Miiadi pleasure her new passion among her rose- 
gardens. Oh yes I gold^—as much gold as you have 
twisted in your hair for a mask bail might be mine. 



price will buy you from it ? 



If 
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of course; and he — he should suoceed to JuHan's 

dominion and Julian's domain; he Bhould iiave all 
that wood and water, and palace and moontainy that 
I have been banned out of so long; he should be 
chief there« and lord, and his aom, maybe^ have the 
heirship of the Yassalis line \ A diarming cast for 
us both ! With all gratitude for my share^ and your 
will to allot it me, I must decline such a distribution 
betwixt your lover and me. Gold, gold ! No, Miiadi, 
gold will not strike the balance between us now.*' 

She listened in silence ; only that passionate 
shadowy quiver, as of the light of a £laine, on her 
face giving sign or response to him. Her lips were 
dose pressed togeth^, and scarce seemed to move as 
the words came through them, liard, like thu drop- 
ping of stones on a stone. 

*' Your .sin is envy ? Well, it is only another added 

to a long list. Mere gold will not buy you. What 
wilH- 

" Nothing.** 

"You are so incoiraptlhle t" 

" Yes, here." 

^ Through envy, avirioe^ and hate t " 

"Through three common movers of mankind, 

if 80.'* 

*Tou own them yours 1 Then listen here. I 
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speak nothing of your guilt to me — ^nothing of your 
crime against lum. I will deal witii you as thaagh 
lione of all that measureless iniquity were on you. 
Conscience you have not ; shame you do not know. 
I appeal to neither. I will treat with your avarice 
alone. You love self-indulgenoe, luxury, vice, mirth, 
indolence, splendour ; you have ooveted my heritage 
from the Vassaiis, you have been thiraty for my 
riches ; you have wanted all that Eastern pomp and 
princely fief, you have hungered for Count Julian's 
possessions, you have hated me for many things, yet 
for none so much as for the inheritance of that great 
wealth ; that you used it, aiyl wasted it, and were 
welcomed to it long as though it were your own, 
mattered nothing. It was mine, and not yours ; you 
never forgave the difference. Well, hear me now. 
All that shall 6e yours — all— all — ^to the last stone of 
the jewels, to the lowest chamber of the palace, to 
the poorest fig-tree on the hills, to the farthest land- 
mark un the plains. You shall have all, and reign 
there as you will" 

An intense eagerness thrilled through her voice, 
the wavering light upon her face grew hotter and 
darker, the chained bitterness and fierceness in her 
gave but the subtler inflection to the eloquence and 
the command that ran as of old through all her 
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words ; for the moment, she dazzled and swayed and 
staggered hint 
"AJir* be echoed. 

" Yes — ^all 1 Every coin, every rood, every bead- of 
gold in that treasaie^^ase of splendid waste: I will 
make all yours*— all that the Yassalis ever owned. . I 
will not keep a pea^ from the jewels, or a date from 
the palnuk All shall be yours — all the things of 
yourdesi*e.*'i' ' 

'* And you ? *' ' 
I-**I shall be beggared." 

Yet while she spoke, over her face swept one swift 
gleam, like the ^lem of an Eastern sun. 

He gazed at her like one blinded. 

''iuad for all this what' will you ask of me?" ' > 

" Of you I shall puichase — ^my freedom and his 
life." 

His mouth quivered with rage as he laughed aloud 
mice mora 

" So-so 1 Ah> thto wildneiss of woman's passions! 
You would buy your lover at ifuU cost t Oh, fool I 
you who once^weie subtle* and wise as the serpent t " 

Her teeth set tight^ but she kept down her wrath. 

" Ptofit by my folly/' she said, bnefly. ^ Take all 
I have — leave me only him." - 

The first words were atem; over the three last her 
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Ycoce unoonadoiiBly.aoffceiied with an isfiiiite patihoe 

and yearning, j 

Thai inTohmtOEy thiill of longing tenderness 
steeled him iu an instant to the first eager impulse 
of acceptanise, prompted by his lust for wealth and 
ease and power, and all the half-barbaric voluptuous 
royalties of the Boumelion palace, that had seethed 
in him for so long. Other evil histinets were more 
potent still than avanoa He smiled — a slow and 
crael smile. 

Magnificent ransom for a landless courier. But 
at what price will not your sex gratify its caprices-— 
especiaUy thei caprices of the pasaiona ? for myself, 
the bribe is high ; but I deoline it" 

The blood faded from her face> even from her lips ; 
a grey, heavy shadow, as :of desperation, fell over 
her, that seemed to drain the very colomr from her 
eyes and from her form, and leave her« white and 
chill there, as a statue. 

. ''What win you gainl"— -she spoke with a hard, 

brief, stony tram^uiUity. 

" Why*-« romantic thing to be sure, and an unre- 
munerative; yet the sweetest thiog, as men find, 
that the world hold8-<-vengeanoe " 
. " Neither he nor I have wronged you.** 

" Maybe. But both have galled me ; bot h — — * * 
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"Been wronged by you. True. I forgot the 
reason of your hate." 
His fece flushed darkly. 

"I do not bear you hate. I tried to free you. 
But I swear this man shall not wed with you, and 

iive." 

"And why? Have you not done us injury 
enough ? Tou poisoned my life with infamy, and 
would have taken his in a thief s slaughter. CSan 
you not let us be ? Can you not sell yourself for 
pity's sake, as you have so often sold yourself for 
shameful things ? Take ray bribe. Impoverish me 
as you will ; eigoy all I have to give ; seize all you 
have ever coveted; bind it fast to you on what 
tenns you choose ; make me poor as the poorest that 
ever asked my ciianty ; only leave me this one 
thing, his life." 

She spoke still with the same strange enforced 
serenity, but beneath it there ran an intense melan- 
choly, an intense yearning; they could not move, 
but steeled him in, his purpose. 

The thing I willno^ leave you/' he said, savagely. 
" Ah i I know how men go mad for that beauty of 
yours ; he would hold himself rich as emperors were 
that his own, though you had no other gold than 
just what gleams in the coil of your hair. I know, I 
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know ( And so yon can love at last, my qiteen I — all 
that laDfiom for one wild mountaineer 1 But you 
shall only ransom him one way, Miladi ; only by*- 
forsaking him." 

^'I will never fbrsake him." 

" So I Then his wedding-night will be his 
last" 

Her hand worked with a fierce, rapid, clenching 
movement on the butt of the pistoL 

" Wait," she said, slowly, while each word fell on 
the silence like the Miing of the great slow drops of 
a tttoim. " You threaten him ? One word from me, 
and he will give you over to justice for your crime 
to him. One shot this moment from me, and he 
will be here to take his vengeance." • 

He shrank slightly, for cowardice was ingrained in 
him ; but he knew how to deal with the brave and 
generous nature of the woman whom he tortured, 
lie looked her full in the eyes. 

" True. Tou might send me to the galleys. But 
you will not." 

Her lips parted, her breast heaved, a great shudder 
shook her. She answered nothing. 

" You can summon your lover/' he pursued, after 

a pause. ' You can toll him of my ' crime,' and — 

also of my tie to you. You can see us £Edl on each 
VOL. It . r 
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Other, and figbt as tigers fight* Tott oan wed liim 

in peace if he kill me j as most likely he will, since 
he is so far the stronger. You can do this. But you 
will not" 

1 cam/not ! You know it'* 

He laughed slightly. • 
No. I did not know it Women soon vanquish 
scruples and tread out memories to gratify a passion. 
Well» since you hesitate so fieur, • perhaps yon will 
hesitate yet farther. You will not break your oath 
hf betraying me ; will yon betoay this one • man 
whom you say you 'honour/ by linking him, in his 
good faith and his ignorance, with mi" - 

She gave a sharp, quick breathy as though a blow 
were struck her. . x 

^ God> forbid t I have said, all bonds between me 
and the past are severed for ever." 

"I seel You will lock the book» and throw it 
aside, and your blind worshipper will credit you on 
your telling tiiat the pages were all pure blanks ! 
And yet — I thought you said you ' honoured ' him ? " 
- All the haughty, fiery blood in her flushed to life 
under the subtle sneer. 

*' X do so ; £rom my bouL Let his name be. It 
has no place on your lips — youxs-<-that gave the 
word to murder him." 
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''Fme plurasesl ijid 3ret you will decern 
himr 

''Yes, yon, Miladi. You will uot betray me to 
him — you cannot So—telling him nothing — ^you 
will leav^ him ignorant. And one fine day, were I 
to let you run your pasrion's course, he would leara 
the truth, and find his sovereign, his idol, his mis- 
tress, his wife, my—" 

** Wait I You have said enough ! " 

^ Na I say mora Forsake him, and he is safe 
from me. Give yourself to him, and I will add him 
his marxiage-gift--death. Just such a death as he 
would have dealt me on the Bosphorus shore. I can 
see the gleam of his steel, and the thirst of his eyes, 
now!" 

" If he had killed you, what would he have done 
more than justice ? " 

** At least he would have rendered you inestimable 
service, Miladi!" 

She stopped him with an irrepressible gesture. 

■ 

'* Hush, hush ! Such words between tes / " 
" Well ! We are enemies ; bitter ones enough." 
''Yes; enemies as the wronged and the wrong- 
doer ever are. But your life is sacred to me; how 
can you curse mine ?" 

f2 
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" Mine sacred to you 'i Is it so, Idalia ? Then — 
being so, you will not betray me to your lover ? 

She turned on him a look that had a weaiiiieas, a 
soofB, an agony, a pity unutterable. 

" No ! I must boar tlie burthen of your guilt.** 
"But you will betray him by leaving him 

in ignorance of whom he loves — of whom he 

wedal" 

" Though he knew, he would find mercy and great- 
ness enough to pardon." 

She spoke not to him, but to the memories that 
rose before her — ^memories that filled her heart with 
their bitterness and their sweetness^memories of 
the exliaustless faith and patience and foigiveness of 
the man she was bidden to abandon. 

" Truly ! Then what think you, Miladi ? Is it a 
noble return to cheat him as you meditate? Is it 
a hue thing to recognise this limitless tenderness 
borne you, only to dupe it through its own sublime 
insanity ? You have fooled such idolaters scores of 
times, I know, only — here I think you said you 
* honoured ' hiui { Wiiicli makes a ditlerence ; or 
might make it" • 

She knew well how wide the difference was — wide 
as between innocence and guilt. 

She answered nothing ; only in the brooding hor- 
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For of the deep dilated eyes wab theie zeply; they 

spoke more than any language of the lipfl. 
The Greek laughed aofUy. 

"His bridal-couch made in the nest of his 
'assassiiusr ^iB stainless and glorified mistress 
proved the iua.sker of the Silver Ivy 1 Madame, I 
think I might let his passion run untroubled, and 
leave my vengeance to the future — some future 
when he should reach the truth from some chance 
word, from some side-wind, and iieai the secret 
that a woman who ' honoured ' him never had told idl 
through the days and nights she lived in his sight 
and slept upon his heart; hear it when he was 
bound to her beyond escape, and could gain no 
^edom through knowing her traitress to him as to 
all others. Ab ! I am not so certain that I wiU not 
let you wed him. It will be a surer stab to him 
than comes from steel— that one truth learned too 

There was a long silence. 

She shuddered from head to foot, as though the 
scorch of a red-hot brand passed over and marked 
her ; then an intense stillness fell upon her — a still- 
ness in which all life seemed frozen in her, and 
every breath to cease. He waited, mute and patient 
now. 
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At last the tboM her head, and turned it fuU 

upou him. As the reddened glow of arise dickered 
on it, it was dark, and oold, and leaolute, with an 
exceeding strength and an absolute des(>air. 

" For onoe ;oa have shown me duty, and saved 
me from a crime. Mj hand shall not touch his 
again. 

" Because you will not ** 

** Because your guilt is on me." 

" And yet you were willing to lo^ie all your riches, 

aad your power, aiul yonr viotoiiee^ and y<mr plea. 

sures, for this one man ?" 
" I am so willing." 
" Then it is 

"That you have shown me what would be my 
sin to him. Ton cannot be betrayed. He shall 
not be»" 

" You mean—** 

She turned on him ere he could speak with the 
swift, lithe, terrible grace of a stag hunted and 
hounded into a fierceness born of sheer torture, and 
wholly alien to its nature. 

** Silence ! or I shall forget what you are, and let 
him take his vengeance on you. Can you not be 
content? You led me into cruelty and error a 
thousand times under the masking of fair coIquxb 
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and of fearless aiina ; you now show me, in the one 

redemption of m j life — the one purer, better, higher 
thing I-M>nly an added guilt, a fresh dishonour. I 
lose all through you. Are you not content?** 

The Ti^id paasion, the agonised irony, died sud- 
denly^ as a flame drops to the ground; her head 
fell, her linihs sank wearily on the broken rocks, 
a dull apathy returned on her, in which she lost 
all memory, even of his presence. He looked at 
her, hushed, awed, moved to something that was 
almost dread of his own work, intimidated by the 
suddenness and the completeness of his own victory ; 
he waited, hesitating, and as one afraid, some mo- 
ments ; she gave no sign that she even remembered 
he was near ; every second wasted might cost them 
both the loss of hberty, if not .of life ; but he lacked 
the boldness that could have pressed on her then 
the question of mere bodily danger, the merephysioai 
perils from the cell and the rods of her persecutors. 

There was that in her attitude, as she sat» with 
the loosened weight of her hair sweeping down into 
the salt pools of the beach, and an icy calm on the 
colourless immutability of her features, that sub- 
dued and shamed him. 

Some sense of reluctant reverential fear was 
always on him for the woman whom, novertheiess. 
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be bad goaded and trepamied, and injured, through 

the length of many years. Some touch of love for 
her ever lingered in him. 

He paused a while, at some distance from her. 
She never noted him ; h^ eyes, without sight in 
them, gazed at the dusky changing mass of water 
that here and there beneath the spell of waking 
light broke into melting lustrooB hues, like the 
gleam of colours on a southern bird's bright 
throat 

He drew closer at last, with hesitation. 
"You will come with me, then ? " 
She gave no sign even that she heard the 
words. 

**I am not alone," he pursued. "Lousada, Veni, 
and the boy Berto sought you. I fell in with them 
as I neared here ; they are fugitives, and proscribed 
themselves ; they lie hid by day in an old sea-den of 
Veni's ; they look to get away by the coast in a 
night or so they woidd give their bodies to shot 
and sabre to save your hand from a rough toudi. 
Will you oome to them V* 

He eould not teU whether she heeded him ; he 
saw her face in prohie ; it was still, cold, passionless, 
stem with a mute intolerable suffering, like some 
Greek head, in stone, of Destiny. 
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He spoke afreflh, lather to break that death-like 

silence, than for the Bake of what he uttered. 

** Yeni's seariiest is safe — safe, at leasts for a litde 
while ; it lies yonder, through there, where a pass- 
age-way pieroes the locka AU that acanthus hides 
the entrance. It has sheltered many before ; Fiesoli 
lay there onoe, in the first days of his proscription. 
Lousada doubts little that he can get a brig from 
Salemo, and steal away off westward three nights 
hence. It is the bevst chance. You will come ? " 

At last she lifted her head, and looked at 
him. 

" But for Giulio Yillaflor I would go—far sooner — 
back to the dungeon of Tavema." 

His face paLed ; he knew her meaning — knew the 
unspeakable loathing and scom of himself that made 
the severities of captivity and wretchedness look 
£urer in her sight than every recovered freedom 
shared with his companionship. 

" There is no other alternative,*' he said, sullenly. 
" You will come ? " 
I will come.'' 

He wa^ once more victorious ; and once more with 
viotoiiy stole ever him a stnnge chill diead, as he 
who has brought down and netted the lioness of the 

plains will feel something of awe, something of fear. 
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irh&a in his toils lies tbe dfti^ter> the mfite, the 
mother of free-born kings of untrodden, soil — when 
heneath the rain of his blowSrand from out the 
meshes of his trap, the great fearless laminous 
leonine eyes look »t him, suffering hot unqtiailing. 

" Why do you wait, then ? " he asked. 

'* I wait— for him." 
So I You will, after all, be false to one of us. 
Whiohl" 

" Neither.** 

"What gage hare I of that 1" i 

« That I have said it/* 

He was silent a moment ; he. scarcely dared dis- 
pute that single bond, her word. Traitor himself to 
her, he knew that his treachery would never be 
repaid him by its own coin. . . 

" You wait foi him ^ " he said. *' Then so also 
do 1." 

Are you weary of the sbame of your life that you 
seek to lose it ? " 

"No. But he shall take it rather than I will 
leave you here." 

Through the calm upon her face, the calm of 
martyrdom, of deqpair, he aaw the oonflict of many 
passions, of in£iute misery. 

" Will you choose f<HruB to meet! " ^ 
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Where her forehead rested on her hands iihat were 
thrust amoug the xnasses of her hau> the great dews 
started as they had never done when the Boouige was 
lifted at Tavema. 

" We shall not part albe/' he pursued. " Perhaps 
you count on that ? 'Your lover is the younger and 
the stronger ; theie are few men he would not worst 
You rode all day through the heat and press of a 
battle under Verona once, I remember ; maybe you 

Wisli to bee ci iife-aud-death combat.'* 

She answered nothing; a shiver as of intense cold 

ran through her. 

" You can enjoy your new passion, true, if he kill 
me ft dead body flung with a kick into that surf, 
the waves to wash it seaward, none on earth to care 
enough for me to ask where I have drifted, — ^it 
would be easy work. Is that the reason why you 
*waif?" 

^* Heaveu ! how can you link such guilt with me, 
even in thought f ** 

Why not ? That will be the end if we meet in 
your sight to-day, unless, indeed, fate turns the other 

way, aiid your lover falls through me. Sit there, 

■ 

Miladi, and watch the struggle ; you will never have 

seen two harder foes. Turn your thumb downward, 
like those dainty, haughty Boman dames you copy 
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in philosophies and seductions ; turn it down for the 

slaughter-signal, if you see me at his mercy. How 

free you will be then 1 But— listen just a little— if 

he press me too close, we of the south and east 

haye not the northern scorn of a timely thrust^ and 

it will be but in self-defence ! *** 
■ 

As he spokO) he drew gently half out of its sheath 

the blade of a delicate knife that was thrust in his 
waistbaiid, and let the beams of the sunrise play 
brightly on the narrow shining steel. 

The glitter flashed dose beside her. It sent fire 
and life like an electric shock through all the icy 
stillness of her limbs ; she rose with a convulsive 
force ; her eyes had the gleam of an opium-di inker's 
in them, her voice had scarcely a likeness of itself. 

" I come, I come • do what you will with me, so 
that his life escapes you i " 
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CHAPTER Vm 

IS THERE NO PLACE FOR REPENTAKCB, If ONE FOE 

PARDON LEFT?" 

He let the blade slide back into its case. 

** That IB well/' he said, simply, while the radiance 
of his conquest played all over his arched lips and 
his fiiir brow ; then, without other words, he took his 
way across the stretck of sands, aud many yards 
onward swept back a deep screen of ivy and acanthus 
that closed the mouth of a dssure iu tliu rocks, and 
veiled it so darkly that no sign of the break in the 
great mass of stone was seen. He signed to her to 
enter : she obeyed him ; having once made her elec- 
tion, it was not in her afterwards to pause, to waver, 
to retract ; having submitted herself to his power for 
another^s sake, she ceased to protest against that 
power's use. The screen of matted foliage fell be- 
hind her, shutting out the day ; before her stretched 
the gloom of a long narrow, arching passage-way, 
hollowed through the thickness of the diff, half sea^ 
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wrought and balf -pierced by men. She had wme 
thither once in bygone years when the great pleader, 
Fiesoli, had bidden there, proscribed for too fearless 
a defence of a political prisoner ; she passed straight 
onward now through the thick darkness, her hand 
on her hound's nutne to stiU his longiiig rage^ her 
tyrant following in her steps, flushed with the wine 
■of success, yet silenced by a vague and restless dis- 
quietude. 

The length of the cavem wound like a tangled 
skein through jbhe depth of stone^ no light breaking 

through it, and the air was chiil, and close, and dank, 
like the air of a tomb; it was cramped and tortuouit, 

and the hard jagged surface of tiie rock bruised lier 

aa she went Qnoe he stretched out- hia hand- to 

guide her ; she shook it otT as 1/hough it stung her, 
and passed on alone, more rapidly, and full as calmly 
as though she swept down some sun-lighted terrace 
amongst the roses of a golden summer-time. 

**She will never /ear/" he thought; and to the 
heart of the man that unconquerable courage of a 
woman brought a sullen impatient wondering yene- 
ration. He was a coward — a coward at the mere 
gleam of steel, at tlie mm common, vulgar terrors of 
physical peril ; but in her he had never known one 
pulse of fear. There was a pang of wistfol, painful 
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en^ in his tbougbts for that one gxeatnesB which 

nature gave to her and had denied to him. 

At the far end of the vault a fitful ruddy light was 
gleaming ; it came from a fire made of brushwood and 
the boughs of the maritime pine. Where the fire 
burned the passage opened out] ii^to a wider vault, 
divided intt two or three arched ohambers — ^natural 
caverns wideiDed and h^htened by art^ and roughly 
made, by .benches, and skins, and stands of armsj and 
beds of osiers covered with soldiers' rugs, into a 
camp-semblance of habitation. .A rude place, yet not 
comfordessj.and with a wild .beauty of its own, as the 
fiame flashed on the many colours of the riven stone, 
and the stalactites thai hung above booke in the 
glow into a diamond b;i^94ice. A place, that had 
been once the subterranean way of a gieat castle, 

which had iung ciumhled dowu tu duii upuu the 
difEs above ; then the nest of roving pirates ; lastly, 
the refuge of proscribed revolutipnists, of m^n who 
suffered fox liberty of speech, and were omtent to 
peiish under the deathly diillness of their country's 
deepest night, so that thrc^ugh them the dawn might 
break for others later on. The sea^len was still as a 
grave, and wellruigh as lonely : only )^ j^e pinerlogs 
sat a boy of sixteen or so« witih his .fiur curls turning 
to a red gold in their dancing flames, and his 

• 
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Rafaelle-like face draoped, pale and weary, over 
thenL 

It was the lad Berto ; left .scDtiuel wlulst his com- 
rades spent the daybreak seeking a vessel dawn the 
shore. He was but a child ; yet he had long put 
away cbildiah tlungs ; when he had owned but four 
years he had seen two of his brethren fall side by 
side at the butchery of the Villa Carsini, on that 
awftil day of June, and ere then had been borne in 
in£uicy, in a mountain flight in his mother s arms, 
and had kept as his first memory of life the echo of 
his own vain cries when her heart grew still under 
his eager caress, and there flowed from her breast a 
deep stream like the purple iiood that weik forth 
when the grapes are pressed— for the Papal troops 
had shot down like a chamois the woman who dared 
to love, and follow, and bear sons to a republican 
rebel 

He started, and rose with a sentinel's challenge ; 

then, as he saw who came, bowed low; the wearj^ 
sternness of his fair countenance never changed in 
boyish sport, or youthful laughter,^or under the light 
of a girFs shy eyes; wrong had been stamped on 
him too early, and, if in his future, the purity 
and greatness of high aims should be marred in 
him by an unchangeable unrelenting chillness* like 
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the ofaillness of St Just, the evil would lie with 

the tyranny which Lad made the warmth of his 
rocfy mouth die out on the ioe of his mother's 
bosom. 

Idalia moved forward to within the circle of the 
watch-fire, lighted as the sole means they had to 
illumine the gloom ; there was a deadly cahnness in 
the mechanical actions that sent a thrill through the 
child Berto as he watched her where she sank down 
on the log) covered with a shaggy ox-hide, that he 
had vacated. 8he seemed unconscious of his pre- 
sence ; and he knew that more than mere physical 
peril, which he had many a time seen her meet so 
carelessly, was upon her now. 

Phaulcon touched him. " I will look to the fire, 
Berto ; go and sleep. You need it" ' 

"Her Excellency pennits ? " asked the boy. 

He spoke hesitatingly, reverentially. Beside the 
flower-hung waters of Verona he had known tins 
woman, now a homeless fugitive, ride through the 

heat of conflict and dismount, and gather the spent 
balls under a raking enfilade, and heap them in her 
skirts, and mount him on her charger to bear them 
to the revolutionaiy soldiers, whilst she stayed on 
at her dangerous gleaning. 

She looked at him pityingly, but there was that in 
ror^ lu. q 
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the look which Berto ha4 never seen but once — 

once, when a woman of the iN'ortliem Isles had 
lolled wearily, begging her way; into Bome, to 
look on her son's face, and had reached in time to 
see the last earth thrown upon his coffin, whilst in 
the Mr aptmg mommg the French drums rolled a 
cruel mui^c through the violet odours of the burial- 
l^aee, and over the majeety and the shame of the 
great prostituted eity. 

"Yes, go," she said, briefly; '^you need rest I 
wiJl take your watch." 

She drew his rifle to her, and leaned her hands 
upon its mouth. 

The boy went, obedient ; in one of the inner hollows 
that served as bed-chambers his coucii of grass was 
sptesid ; he had not lain down for three nights, and 
sleep sealed his eyes as soon as their lids were dosed. 
Across the flame of the pine-logs the Greek watered 
her, irresolute • enibairassed by his own success. It 
was dark as midnight in the heart of the pierced 
sea-waU ; the play of the rising and falling flames 
ML^ irregularly on the gloom : she sat motionless, as 
she had sat upon the shore, herdasped hands resting 
on the slanted rifle, the tawny splendour of the Are 
cast on the splendour of her face. 

She thought no more of him ; she thought alone 



» 
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of the maii wbo would return to find her lost once 

more — the man she must forsake or must betray ; 

whose body she must give to slaughter, or whose 

soul she must slay by abandonment, bhe looked 

down into the fantastic flicker of the remnous boughs 

as she had looked down into the ripple of ihe waters; 

* 

and, as he watched her, the same shame which had 

moved him for his sins to her, when he heard of her 
as within the power of Giulio Villaflor, stirred in her 
eompanion : it ever slumbered in him ; at times it 
woke and stung him, yet it never stayed him from 
his sacrifice of her to the needs of his own craft, the 
lusts of his own ayarioe. To serve himself he had 
warped and misled the idealic ambitions, the fearless 
genius, the poet's £uth, the hero's visions, that he 
had found in her in her earnest youth; to serve 
himself, he had taught the keenness of her intellect 
intrigue, fanned her worship of fredom into reckless- 
ness, snared her to evil through the noblest pas- 
sions that beat in her, taught her to hold her beauty 
as a mask, a weapon, a lure, a purchase-coin; to 
serve himself, he had roused her bravery into de- 
fiance, her pride into unmerciful scorn, her wit 
into sceptic cruelty, and — when these were done 
—had gone J further, and soiled the fairness of her 
life with the dusky imperishable stain of lip- 
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rumoured dishonour, and let the stain rest so 
that the world saw it as a reality ; whilst she, know- 
ing it fidse as foul, hecame too proud, too careless, 
and too calioui^ to appeal against a world so credulous 
of evil, so incredulous of good, hut took up in the 
haughty courage of an outraged dignity the outlawry 
which injustice oontomeliously cast to her, and lived 
and fought, enjoyed and suffered, in grand contempt 
of all opinion, accepting as her sentence the yo 
contra todos, y todos contra yo, imtil such isolation 
and such contest hecame to her things of preference 
and triumph. He knew that he had done this guilt 
against her — ^partly in the cruelty of egotism that 
profited through her injury, partly in the blindness 
of partisanship that thought all means justified to 
secure its end, chiefly, beyond all, in a rankling 
jealousy of those possessions and that inheritance 
which had made her so rich in power and in gold, 
whilst he was penniless and an adventurer ; jealousy 
that the lavishness of her giffc^ the generosity of her 
thought, never tampered, but inflamed. He knew 
that he had done this, and that of his pwn act he 
had turned the tenderness of her heart towards 
him into abhorience, had changed the faith she 
iiad once borne him into the hatred of u proud 
woman for her oppressor, of a fearless temper for a 
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coward, of a slandered honour for its traitor and its 
tnulucer. He knew that long before, in those 
bygone years when he had crowned her young head 
vith the wild laurel-leaves of Livada, and wooed 

her with subtle words to the Delphian laurels of a 

• 

perilous strife and a perilous fame, the Qreek child 
had fastened her deep eyes on him as though he 
were a god, and believed in him as though the voice 
of Delphos spoke in his ; and he knew that of his 
own act he had made the woman on whom he looked 
now, in the dusky ruby heat of the uncertain flame, 
scorn him with all tlie force of her imperious intel- 
lect, and alone withhold her lips from curses on him 
as the ruin of her iiie, because memorieii that he 
had outraged had still their sanctity for her — ^be- 
cause to the oaths that he iiad broken she yet 
had remained faithful. 

It had been wanton destruction he had wrought, 
it was irrevocable loss he had sustained ; some sense 
of aii he had forfeited and killed when he had become 
her worst traitor, and had made the eyes that once 
sought his in love cast on him their righteous scorn, 
smote him heavily and restlessly now, as they sat^ 
with the bummg of the watch-fire between them, 
alone in the cavernous gloom. In the whiteness and 
the immutability of her face there was a grandeur 
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that awed him ; despite the weariness and alteration 
of fatigue, of fasting, of endurance, it was the stem, 
noble, disdainful beauty of the Yassalis raoe that he 
hated, Greek in its type, Eastern in its calm, iie 
thought of the great palace of the Yassalis strong- 
hold, far eastward, crowning its mighty throne of 
cedar-covered hills* with the treasures of ages in its 
innumerable chambers, and its sim-lightened plains 
rich in vine and oHto and date, and watered by a 
thousand wiudiug streams deep and cool under 
lentiscos shadows; all that her great race had owned, 
aud over which she had rule. 

If that had been mine — ^not hers — would noTer 
have harmed her," he thought. "Wealth is the devil 
of the world." . - 

The intense silence, the night-like darkness on 
which the white smoke floated mistily with an 
aromatic scent, were horribly oppressive to him; 
he had the nervous susceptibilities of a Yivacious 
and womanish nature. He addressed her ; she did 
not reply. He set food and wine beside her ; she 
did not note them : she sat immovable ; the intense 
strain on all physical and mental power brought 
its reaction; a dull stupor like ibat of opiates 
steepud her limbs, her sight, her braiii, in its Ufeless 
apathy. 
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lie looked at her till he grew sick with the heat 
of tlie flamefl. witb the blackaim of the fihadows, 
with the spice of the pine perfume, with dead memo- 
ries that would come to him do what he would. He 
rose impetuously ; he had been, on foot or in saddle 
many days and mghts, eating scantily, sleeping still 
less ; all his frame was aching, and bis eyeballs were 
scorcht^d with want of rest. 

"You will not leave berel'* he asked her, half 
imperiously, half hesitatingly, since, though he com- 
manded, be yet feared her. 

«No." 

" You give me your word ? " 

" Yes." 

Then I will go seek for Veni He should be here 

ere now." 



The monosyllables were cold, impassive, unwaver- 
ing f to her he could be now and hereafter but an 
assassin, wbose crime had been frustrated by hazard, 
yet could be none the lea^ vile because in its issue 
foiled. She obeyed him lest a worse thing should 
come unto the man he had already wronged, but she 
submitted herself to him in nought else. 

He knew that, her promise given, twenty avenues 
of escape might open to her, and she would still . 



Go. 
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2>iofit by none ; be had known her keep her word 
and redeem her bond at risk and cost that might 
well liave extenuated her abandonment of both. He 
turned quickly from the watchfire^ and went down 
into the shadow of the farther recesses, whence a 
steep cramped stairway, cut upwards through the 
Fock, led, like the shaft of a mine, into the lowest 
chambers of the building high above on the crest of 
the diff ; the bell-tower of the fallen castle, bare and 
crumbling to nun^ deserted, except when, as now, 
some fugitive who knew its secrets sought its sub- 
terranean shelter. The stair was perpendicular and 
difficult of ascent ; he thrust himself slowly up it and 
into the dull twilight, that by contrast looked clear 
as noon, of the basement square of the campanile. 
He had no fear that she would isal her promise, 
but he had fear — a certain superstitious fear— of that 
grave, colourless, magmhcent face bent above the pine 
glow ; he could not stay longer imder the scourge of 
her unuttered scorn, under the mute reproach that 
her mere life was to him. He would not unchain her 
to freedom, but he feared her. He breathed more 
freely when he left the darkness of the cavern for 
the upper earth ; he was fevered and fatigued, and ' 
timorous of the danger round them as any long* 
chased stag; andhecasthimself down to rest awhile 
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on the thick soft lichens covering the tower stones, 
close beside the mouth of the shaft, up which every 
fidntest sound from the hollow den below came 
to him as distinct upon the rariEed air as up the 
passage of an auricular tube. 

Alone, by the blazing tumbled heap oi pme wood, 
her attitude never changed ; the light played on the 
metal of the rifle, in the red-browu of the hound's 
eyes, on the scarlet and the gold of her soiled 
and torn masque dress; beyond, on every side, 
stretched the dense Rembrandt shade of the vault ; 
her eyes never stirred from the one spot in the 
embers, which they looked at without knowing 
what they saw. 

"It is but just^'' she thought, with that stern, 
unqiaring, self-judgment which was strong in her, 
as her disdam was strong for the judgments of the 
world ^'I never paused for any destruction; it 
is but just that I must destroy the only Hfe I 
prize. 

And as she thought her eyes filled with a great 
miseiy; justice on herself it might be, but how 
unjust upon the guiltless! — upon this man who 
spent his hearty his honour, his veiy existence on 
her, only by her to be betrayed or be forsaken. 

Through all the varied dangers of her past, her 
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courage, her genius, her mstmct, her prowees had 
bor^e her out, even when aJb loss and with sacri^oe, 
unscathed and unooiK juered; here at kst no one of 
these availed her, but ahe was^ bound, . powerless 
and {taraljBed, under the net of oiicumstanca Befo^ 
this she had never been vanquLshed; now she was 
chained down beyond escape beneath the weight of 
an intolerable oppression. 

The pine-embers' gloipdng crimson on the grey ash 
dust seemed to stand out like letters of flame — 
writing of £re that glowed around upon the Jblack- 
ness of the shadows, and seemed as though it 
repeated in a thousand shapes the words that had 
fettered all her life. Words uttered so . long ago 
UQder the great dim oak glades of Greece, while the 
stars burned dowi^ through the solemn wood% and 
the moan of classic waters stole through the stillness 
of thejught .Words that she had thought bound 
her by holy withes to nobio thoughts, to sacred earns, 
to patriot souls^ to the ransom of the nations^ to the 
armies of the truth. Words pledged with a child s 
ialitk, with a poetV enthunasm, with a visionaiy^s 
hope, with the all-belief of youth, and with the glow 
of ambitions too high for earth, too prpudior heaven. 
Words dictated by lips that^she had trusted then as 
though an angle's bidding spoke by them. Words 
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ihttt wbikt she tbongbt they but allied ber to tboee 
who 6u£^ered tlie maurijrxdom of liberatoix^ whofougbt 
for the fipeedom of speecb, and creed, and act^ and 
'wbo were banded together ior the deliverance of 
encbained peoples, fettered ber, she knew too latet, 
into the power of one man, into the obedience of 
evil 

She had taken her oath to Goarad Phaulcon and 
to his caosep whilst in the splendour of ber dreams 

and the ignorauco of her gracious youth she had 
held the one a stainless patriot, the other a glorified 

martyrdum ; she had beea trepiiiiiicd through the 

truest beauty of her nature, blinded through the 
purest desires of her heart. The patriot was a knave, 
but the more perilous because also a coward^ the 
cause was a lie, but the more perilous because it 
stole, and draped itself in, the toga of Gracchus, the 
garb of an eternal truth. 

Slowly she had awakened to the sure agony through 
which all youth passes^tbe agony of disillusion. 
Slowly she had awakened to the knowledge that iu 
guying herself to the service of liberty she had de- 
livered herself into an unalterable thraldom ; that 
the guide whom she bad followed as she deemed to 
the fi-uitiou ui idealised ambitions, and the attain- 
ment of a spotless fame, was but a false prophet 
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with a tarnished glory only in his gift, was but an 
outlawed and necessitouB Camorristi who saw in her 
beauty, and her talent, and her wide wealth from the 
vast Eastern fief, so many means whereby to enrich 
hunself and to ensnare all others. And when she 
had learned it^ and felt its bitter falsehood eat into 
her very soul, he, lest she should break from him, had 
cast subtilely about her that poisonous film of im- 
puted dishonour which, once breathed, never passes; 
he had done it ruthlessly, or rather, let others do it 
and never said them nay, which served as well. She 
had been sacrificed, true, but that had been of little 
account to him, since through it the gold, and the 
harvests, and the luxury of the Boumelian posses- 
sions were shared by him ; his name alone, spoken 
with hers, had cast shadow enough to darken it. 
Then, when that last evil had been done against her, 
she had grow a hardened to this world, which so easily 
believed against her ; she had grown callo&s to this 
outlawry, which was pronounced against her through 
the errors of another. She was wronged ; she did 
not stoop to appeal or to protest ; the bravery of her 
nature was steeled into defiance, the independence of 
her life accepted willingly an isolation which yet 
was a sovereignty; she had a wide vengeance in 
her power, and she took it — with too little mercy. 
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Those memories throDged on her as they had 

thronged on her foe in the loneliness of the sea- 
vanity whilst that TOW of implicit obedience to his 
will^ of unvarying association with his schemes, of 
eternal silence on his tie to her, and of eternal 
devotion to the interests of his order, which had 
many a time aroused in her such passionate and 
contemptuous rcbeliiun eveu whilst she repaid his 
betrayal by fidelity, now seemed to stand out before 
her in the fantastic lines of the hot embers. 

That oath had coiled about her many a time, had 
stifled, and bruised, and worn, and stung her beneath 
all the pleasures of her abundant life, had made her 
the compelled accomplice of harm she strove to 
avert, had poisoned those enterprises and those perils 
which were to her the sweetest savour of her years, 
had bound her down into an abhorred fealty to a 
dastard, and had driven her to loathe the sight of 
those fair hills and stately palaces whose heritage had 
rendered her the envy of her tyrant. Kow it wound 
round another life than hers. She would have ac- 
cepted as retributive justice all that could have 
befaUen herself, but here she could not suffer 
alone. 

How can I save him ? How can I save him t" 
she thought unceasingly ; save him, not alone from 
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bodily peril and the frnit of hi« own noble radmeaa, 

but from the curse of the love he bore her. 

All she could do for him, was to save his mortal 
life ; ail she could be faithful to him io, was to with- 
hold fiom betraying him. 

' Time passed; she sat still there, her hands clasped 
roufi^ the rifle> her bead drooped on ita month, the 
flames now dying low to darkness, and now up- 
leapsng towards the black roof of the quamed rook* 
Motionless, with the tawny lustre of tlie fire ou 
her, she looked like a statue of bronae, the OatHne 
of that attitude of frozen vitality, of mute despair, 
thrown out distinct in the ruddy light against 
the darkness of th^' cavern aronnd. A deadening 
insensibility stole on her ; she thought, and Uiought, 
and thought, till tbouglit grew an unmeaning chaos ; 
the lengthened want of sleep brought on her the 
nnmbneas of death by snow-drift; she heard no^ 
thing, saw nothing, knew nothing, till a hand 
touched her, and a voice was in her ear. 
• " Oh, heaven ! what liorror you gave me ! I 
tiaced your footsteps on the sands down to the 

mouth of this den, or else 

The words died on Eroeldoune s lips, arrested 
there by the look he saw upon her face as it was 
raised and turned to him. In a breathless, pitiless 
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flUenoe iiiey looked upon mdk other, htsr head 

turned hsuek over her skouider in an intensity of 
terrwr that looked the tenor of an infinite guilt, her 
\viiolo frame shuddering from him, her haughty 
beauly chai^^ed into a ahamed and ahzinking thing 
of feai*. He, who had prayed that the seas might 
cover him if onoe her eyea feU beneath hia own» 
read worse than his death-sentence in that look. 
Hia armai that had been atretdied to her, aank ; out 
of hia gaze, that had aougfat hem in snch eager 
wonder^^ all the light died ; over hia face paaaed the 
stem, cold, dark ahadow of doubt. 
** You fear me — yow!" 

The worda were few, bnt they bore to her ear a 

reproach beyond all othera— a reproach too noble in 
ita rebuke to quote the thouaand daasia upon her 
trust and honour that his acta had gained They 
recalled her to herself-^ the one memory left her 
— that he must be .saved. Her head fell — she had 
not atrength to look on him^--and ahe put him back* 
w ard f i om her with a piteous gesture. 
** I fear far you. Qo— go— go ! Thia i^ace ia 

death." 

" Your place ia mine. Why are you here V 

She answered nothing ; she cowered there in the 
play of the fire'a glow, whilat ever and again her 
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glance sought the gloom of the cavern's recesses, as 
a bunted sta^s ieeks the hitunts of the forest whence 
bis hunters may spring. She had said that she 
would keep truth both to her tyiaat and to her 
saviour; she had said that she would never again 
touch with hers the hand of the man whom her 
caress would betray ; she had uo intent but to be 
faithful to both bonda But she had not looked for 
the ordeal of the actual presence, of the visible 
torture, of him whom she had consented to forsake ; 
«be bad no courage to face these ; she bad taken no 
thought of how to bid him know their divorce was 
absolute and eternal She was usurped by the one 
knowledge of the jeopardy I lis life was in whilst 
near him was the criminal who before bad sought it 
— tlie criminal she had sworn to screen. 

His eyes softened with an infinite yearning as be 
saw her ; it was not in him to harbour doubt whilst 
pity could be needed ; his nature was long-suffering 
aud blmdly generous ; he only remembered that this 
anguish was for his sake, and was beyond bis aid 
He forgot all else, with that noble oblivion oi a 
mind that takes no thought for itself. He stooped 
and strove to lift her up to bis embrace. 

" Why have you left me ? What is it on you ? 
If danger, I share it ; if evil, I pardon it'* 
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Sfie drew herself back before his arms could raise 
her, and let her head sink lower and lower until- her 
forehead touched his feet ; — that dauntless btow 
that had never bent to monarchs or to prelates^ nor 
drooped beneath threat or before periL 

" As you have loved me, loathe me. Go T' 

Leaning oyer her, be beard the faintly whispered 
words ; he started with a shiver that ran through all 
his limbs ; the memory of the guilt imputed to her 
rolled back on him, like a great sudden wave of 
recollection, that broke down bene^Jih it every other 
thought ** It is a traitress of whom we speak," it 
had been said to him ; it looked the remorse of a 
traitress that abased her at his feet. 

He stood above her, not raising her, not touching 
her, the unspeakable love and compassion in him 
straining to contest the doubt that froze his blood, 
ilie duubt that still seemed to his loyalty of soul 
80 vile a crime against her. He was silent many 
moments, while the heavy throbs of his heart beat 
audibly on the stillness ; cast there before him in the 
hot half-light, all her beauty of form tempted him 
with remorseless temptation. So that she were his, 
what matter what else she should be» guilty or guilt* 
less, dishonoured or honoured, with death or with 
peace in her kiss, with cruelty or with mercy on 

vou III. B 
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her lips ? AU lua aoal went out to her in a^g^reat 
ay. 

Oh Qod ! you are mine — ^you are mine I What 

do I ask else — or care ? *' 

It was the baser strength of his passiou that cried 
out in those burning Avui Jij ; their fire thnllod lier, 
their echo awoke in her ; yet with them the force, 
which had never before then failed her, revived. 
Here lay his danger — this danger^ bom of her own 
loveliness, that would abase him, and allure him, and 
destroy him ; thj^ danger, which Med her with one 
instinct alone, the instinct to tear him at all cost 
from th^ snake's nest which held his foe, to compel 
him at all hazards horn herself, through whom his 
destruction came. She rose and locked her hands 
upon his ann, and pressed him forward out towards 
the mouth of the cavern, 

" Qo — go 1 This place is death for you.** 

** What! — au«i you are here ?" 

A smile passed over her face ; the smile that is 
the resignation, the self-irony, of an absolute 
despair. 

*'He doubts at last ! *\ she thought "He can be 
saved through that" 

And she had strength in her to hope from her 
soul that such . doubt might wrong her deeply 
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enongli to spare tbia itaaii some portion of Ms fian^ 
— ^might make her in his sight loathsome enough 
to be tbnut oat from every memoiy, cursed yet un* 

That miile stung him as scorpions sting; he crushed 

her in his aims, ere she could escape him, in the 
teoefc^ of iin inteiUte torture. 

** You smile at my misery ? Are you, then, the 
ihiiig that they 6ay—4he beautiful, pitiless, glorious, 
infamous temptress, seducing men to your will that 
they may perish in your work, binding them by th^ir 
passions that they may die at your bidding ? Ah I 
my love, my lore i only look in my eyes as an hour 
ago, and I will curse' mycfelf that I ever as&ed you 
such shame ; only let yom* lips touch mine with their > 
sweetness, and the whole world bhall dall you traitress, 
' but I shall know you truth ? *' 

The impetuous, wild words floured out unchecked, 
incoherent; he scarcely knew what he uttered, he 
only knew that the kiss of Uiis woman would out- 
weigh with him the witness of all mankind ; they 
burned deep down into her heart, they brought the 
subtlety of temptation to her, insidious, sweet, and 
rank as honey-hidden poison. Her honour broken 
with one, her past withheld from the other \ a bond 
raptured, a silence kept; this only done,* and the 



Digitized by Google 



244 



LDAUA. 



sweetness of liberty and the liberty of love were 

her& 

But she thrust it from her : here she had no pity 

for herself, and here she had pity— exhaustless and 
Med with an unsparing self-reproach — ^for this man, 
who out of the very nobility of his soul, the very 
guiielessness of his trust» fell thus beneath her feet» 
and hung his life upon her. She had been merciless 
to others, devoting them to her need, breaking them 
through their own weakness, with the unpitying 
contempt and rigour of intellectual disdain and of 
sensuous alhirement ; here she was merciless to her- 
self ; here she bent, and broke^ and cast away all 
her own life without pause or oompassioa That 
which she had done to others she did also to hei-self. 
She unloosed herself from his hold, and looked at 

liini with the cold, unnatural tranquillity which had 
had its terror even for the Greek, 
Who has called me a traitress ? 

Hisj eager eyes gazed down with imploring 
appeal into her own ; the ardent fealty that would 
have disbelieved the voice of Heaven agamst her 
glowed through the heavy shadows of pain and dread 
upon his face. 

"A traitor himself— a liar who shall eat his lie in 
the dust God forgive me that I uttered the word 




Digitized by Google 



''IS THERE NO PLACE FOB BBPBMTANCE?" 245 

to yoli ; but you speak to me strangely, you drive 
me beside myself; — doubt has not touched me 
against you ; I would not soil you with so much as 
suspicion. Oh I my loved one, your honour was safe 
with me ; — do not think that one shaft of his told,' 
tiiat one moment of belief gave him triumph. He 
spoke infaiu} against you, it is true, and I swore to 
him to bring that iniamy to your hearing, but never 
because it glanced by me as truth, never save only 
for this— to prove him and brand him in false- 
hood. Tou know me ; as I lore, so I trusty so I 
honour.'* 

She stayed him with a gesture ; she could bear 

no more. The swift, eloquent, generous words 
seemed thrust like daggers through her heart. The 
fearless light of faith upon his face made her blind 
as with the lustre of the noonday sun. This was 
the man she must forsake for ever whilst their 
lives should last — this was the love that she must 
diange into eternal scorn of her as of a wanton, 
murderous, living lie ! Her martyrdom grew greater 
than her strength. 

"Who was this speaker?" 

" Victor Vane ; your guest, your friend." 

"And he said?" 

At the name her old superb irony flashed over her 
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face, lier old superb wrath gleamed in her glance, 
her lofty height rose erect as a palni^ her eyes mei 

his in all the fulness of tli* ir regard. 
" He said ? " she xepeatecL 
'* What your look has answered enough/* 
" Na What does he bring to my charge I 
"Vileness that my lips will never repeat Half- 
truths wrung into whole lies^ as only such men can 
wri^g them. Chiefly^he bade me ask you two 

things " 

"They were?" 

"Who it is that sought my life in the mountains, 
and what tie a Gieek^-Ooniad Phaulcoa^beara to 

you?" 

A change passed over her &oe, like tliat change . 

which steals ail the living warmth and hue from 
features that the greyness of death is approaching. 
He saw it, and his voice came in broken rajnd 
breaths, imperious and imploring. 

*' Are they one — ^this Greek and my murderer ?" 

She answered him nothing ; he -saw a hot flush 
rise upward over her face and bosom — the flush 
of a bitter degradation. 

A moan like a wounded animal's broke from him ; 
he could not bear to live and see shame touch her I 
He stood above her, while the flidcer of ^e fire 
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glowed doflkily upon the dilated wondering misery 

of his eyiis. 
" Are they one f Answer me ! 

Sho did not answer, nor did her look meet his. 

" That man I showed you sleeping is this (keek !" 

She held silence still 
What I You screen him in his crime I What 
tie ha.s lie to you, then ?" 

Her teeth clenched tight as a vice to keep herself 
from utterance of the words that rushed to her 
tongue. 

He stared blindly at her; he felt sufiPocatiug, 
drunk, mad; he stood beside this woman^ whose 
every tress of hair he loved, whose mere touoih could 
send the vivid joy like lightning through his veins, 
and he arraigned her as her judge for having union- 
and collusion with his attempted slaughterer I 

" What is he to youl Where is he nowl" he 
panted« " You called him your worst foe. Do 
women shelter their foes' guilt thus? You would 
not let me take my justice on his life. What is iiis 
life to you 

She looked at him with the rigid calm returned 
upon her face, impenetrable as a mask of stone. 

I said that there were things that you oould 
never know. This is of them. I have withheld your 
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justice from you ; I have knowu your asHaasin, and 
kept the knowledge iintokl to jou. I have erred 

againnt you — ^greatly. Think of me what you will, 
what you must" 

Tlie reply wan spoken with a cruel mechauical 
precision : she moved from him and stooped above 
the pine-logs, seeking their heat. She felt as she 
had done when once, in a Livonian winter^ the 
night-snows had overtaken and enshrouded her, and 
the life had begun to turn to ice in her veins. 

Something in the very action bespoke a suffering 
80 mute and so mteii»e tiiat it struck to his hearty 
Still so closed to evil and so open to faith, so slow to 
give condemnation, so quick to render trust and 
pity. He threw himself beside her, drawing her 
hands against his breast, searching her eyes with 
the longing love, the bewildered incredulity, of his 
own. 

Think of you I What can I think ? You are 
my mistress, my sovereign, my wife ; you take my 
love and yield me yours ; you have smiled in my 
eyes, and lain in my arms, and spoken of a lifetime 
passed together ; and now — now — ^it is my murderer 
who is sacred to you and beloved by you — ^not 1 1" 

As though the hre of the words stung her into 
sudden life, she turned swiftly, aO the light and the 
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fe^er^ mid the anguish of paMion breaking one 
moment through the frozen tranquiUity of her face. 

''Not you I Ah I would it were not, my love, my 
lovo, my love i " 

In the yearning of the accent a tendemoBB un* 
utterable broke out aud burst all bonds; aa he heard 
the darkness passed from his face-»a glow like the 
morning shone there. 

" You love me thus I You caanot have betrayed 
me— — 

She stayed him; she knew that this gloiy of 
reawakening joy must be quenched in an eternal 

night 

"Wait. I love yoa I cannot He to you there. 
But that ends, now and always. I say, you liave 
been sinned against heavily ; I must sin also against 
you — eiii wiUiout shame by forsaking you, sin with 
shame by life with you. I choose the least We are 
divorced for ever. We must be aic the dead to 
one another. Foigive me, if you can ; cuise me, if 
you cannot. Whatever you do— leave me, as though 
death were in my touch." 

All the ardour, and the yearning, and the warmth 
had passed from her voice ; it was sad as despair, and 
as inflexible. 

He listened, watching her with a grave wondering 
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pain and fniy ; Be had luB own conatnietion of the 
meaning of ker worda^ and the patience and the 
belief in him were infinite. 

"Though death came by you, do you think that I 
would leave you ? " 

The great salt tears sprang into her achmg eyes. 
She could hare set the muiade of the rifle tO' her 
forehead, and died there at his feet. She had a more 
mereilefls oideal — ^to live end make here^ loathsome 
in his sight. 

*'No; not for death/' she answered him. "But — 

if dishonour came by me ? " 

His frame shook with a sudden shudder, but still 
she could not turn away the enduring tenderness 
that would not take even her own witness against 
her. 

''You use cruel words/' he said, while he stood 
above her with the dignity of a judge, with a great 
nobility in the pity of his gaze. " Hear me a while, 
I have leamt more of your past to-day ; I think that 
I can imagine what I do not know of it. X think 
that you have been involved in evil, but through 
errors that had root in virtues. I think that many 
have betroyed you and attainted yon through the 
very bravery and generosity of your nature. I think 
that you have been bound with, erimtaals because 
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you first held them to be patriots,, aad hecauae your 

bond was sacred to you even when sworn to wortiiless 
meiL J>o I think aright ? " 

She heard in silence ; her soul went out in honour 
and adoration to this man, who, horn the truth and 
the virtue of his own heart, judged and divined her 
life thus lightly, despite all weight of circumstanoe, 
all darkness of calumny. But she knew that to 
leave him to believe this was to bind her to him 
for evermore. She knew that he must believe else 
than this ere he would be forced &om allegiance 
to her. 

"You think nobly, because you think by the 
li^ht of your own heart,'* she saidv in her teeth. 
*'But it is not this that you were warned to think 
toniay t 'Your counsellor was nearer right. Believe 
him.' II • • - ' 

** Were you what he said, you would not tell me 
that. I judge you thus by the light of your own 
nature. You speak to me of divorce— *of dishonour. * 
You know the coward who attempted my life, and 
will not render him up to my* justice. These are 
bitter things ; yet I can see day through them. It 
may be that you have £ftlien amongst much guiki 
and yet are unstaihed amidst corruption. It may be 
that you shield a crime, because to eiqpode^t would 
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be treachery in you. It may be that you elect to 
forsake me because you cannot reveal to me that full 
truth of your past which should be one of my mar- 
riage-rights. This \b how I judge you. If I judge 
rightly — ^I said to you that you could not stretch 
my tenderness further than I would yield it. I 
say so now ; trust only my love^ it shall never fail 
you." 

"Oh, God 1 cease, or you will kill me 1 " 
She swayed forward and sank down at his feet^ 
her brow and busoui bruised on the cold jagged floor 
of the cavern. She had exceeding strength, but she 
had not strength enougli to hear tliose tender words 
and give them no response ; to behold this limitless 
forgiveness stretched to her, and leave him to think 
her too callous, too abased, to return to it even 
gratitude and repentance; to know that, as he judged 
her, he struck to the very core of fact, and rendered 
her bat sheer and rightful justice, yet that the 
acceptance of even this justice at his hands was 
denied' her through an alien crime. 

He stood above her, the great dew gathermg on 
his forehead ; the evidences against her that her 
accuser had uncoiled one by one in so close a 
sequence thronged on his memory; her attitude, 
her misery, her abasement, had so much of guilt in 



Digitized by Google 



**JS THERE NO PLAGB FOB BEPBHTANCSl" 253 

them, yet had so far too much of BuilSiring to be the 
cruel, waaton, yohintaiy guilt of such a woman as 
hw calumniator had declared her to be — ^to be guilty 
sensual, tyrannous, and self-chosen. 

He stooped to her, and his Toice wae eo low that 
it was liardly beard above the beatings of his heart 

" I caimot tell ; is it — not justice that jou need, 
but pardon ? ** 

She answered him nothing where she had sunk in 
that abandonment The nobler his pardon, the 
darker was the wrong against him. She could have 
kissed his feet, and cried out to him for forgiveness, 
as though her own hand had done that murderous 
iniquity against him. She oould better have borne 
his curse than she could bear his tenderness. 

He touched her ; his hand shook like a leaf. 

"Is it so ? I can bear to know you are human 
by error; you shall be but dearer to me for the 
truth with which yo\i redeem it" 
. She looked at him with a swift sudden movement 
that raised the full beauty of her £ace upward in the 
tawny flame-l^ht ; it was colourless, and lined with 
the marks of the damp stones, and had all its proud 
gloiy soiled and dimmed, yet it had the grandeur of 
an intense sacrifice, of an intense passion, in it. 

"Ah, you are just and pitiful as a god ! Give no 



Digitized by Google 



254 



pity, giTe no justice 'here. Orfy leave me'-Jeanre 
me^ and never look upon my face again 1 " 
For wKat cause t** 

" ^ox the cause — ^that of my people — ^your mur- 
derer cama*' 

He looked at her with a terrible incredulity, that 
was slowly hardeniiig into the stem diill desolation 
of doubt that he had put from him so long with so 
leal an allegiance. 

" Of your people I You caiied the Greek to me 
your deadliest foe ) " ' 

She was ^silent once more : the testimony of 
half the nabions of the eardi would hare foiled to 
weigh with him against her ; but by her own blows 
the storm-proof fobxic of his foith ivas Bvaying to its 
faU. 

He laid his hands upon her shoulders^ crushing 

under them the loose masses of her hair. 

''First your foe, then your oomzad^^-hated and 
sheltered^^-condemned by you, and soreened by you. 
What is he to you, this man for whom you forswear 
yourself thus?** 

She answered nothing ; the red shadow of the £re 
gleamed upon her fiiee^ but it was not so dark or 
80 hot as the flush of shame that scorched thera 
Ss bands -held her like iron. Tlie force of jealousy 
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rose in him; the ferocity of bitter suspicion worked 

in him ; against all witness he had disbelieved every 
accusation brought to stain her, but he could not 
disbelieve the meaning of that silence, of that 
humiliation, of that oonscience-etricken abasement. 

The patience, so long strained, broke at last. 

" They say this brute was onoe dear to you ? Is 

it true, yiuce you cover his crime bo fondly V* 

She did not reply ; her head was bent so that he 

could not look upon her countenance, but he coidd 
see the heaving of her breast with its rapid, laden 
breathing. 

His hands^grasped her with unconscious violence ; 
he knew neither what he did or said ; he knew only 

that she could not meet his eyes, that she could not , 
answer his challenge. 

" Is it true ? — that you once loved him ?" 

She bowed her head ; a faints chill, deadly smile 
crossed her lips one moment, she smiled as men, 
lying broken on the wheel, have laughed. 

A cry raiig from him down the stillness of the 
vault ; he staggmd where he stood, and loosed her 
from his hold, and stretched his arms out mechani- 
oally, as though he had grown blind and sought 
support. The merciless light of certainty seemed 
to have stricken his sight as lightning strikes it ; 
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tliat hideous assurance of conviction had come on 

him, against whicli the mind is at onoe and for ever 
conscious no appeal is possible. 

Had she denied it, by the trustful tenderness of 
his nature, the evil told against her would have 
passed, leaving no stain, no shadow even, of mistrust 
of her ; but before that affirmation of her gesture, 
before that condemnation of her silence, it lay no 
more with him to choose between belief and dis- 
belief. His faith fell, as a tree must fall when its 
roots are severed. 

''There is one man— one man only — that your 
mistress ever loved." 

The words seemed whispered by a thousand voices 
. that rushed down the empty air ; he had been be- 
trayed by her that this criminal might be sheltered 
from his vengeance I 

He knew it \ in that horrible hush of stillness that 
fell between them, his heart stood still, his very life 
seemed to cease ; it was out of her own, mouth that 
he condemned her. His throat rattled, his words 
burst, scarcely with any human sound in them, from 
his parching lips. 

*' What I you kneel there and tell me this thing 
—you who swore to me that no kiss but mine ever 
t<juched you? What? you fooled me with love- 
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wbids that you might lead me ofif the soest of my 

veiigeance ; you turned a living lie to harbour a 
murderer? Such vileness is not in woman 1 You 

a slave of your senses I — a pnestepis uf vice I Oh, 
Godl Say the whole world is false, but not 
you!** 

She held silence stilL Her head dropped lower 
and lower, as though each word of that appeal were 
a hurled stone that beat her down lower and lower 
in her abasement. 

He forced her upward in his anus with the un- 
witting .violence of suffering, and strained her once 
more to his embrace, and covered with kisses her 
lips, her brow, her bosom. 

" Say it — say it. Say the world lies and you are 
true, or — or-*I shall end your life and mine ! ** 

Her eyes, heavy with the mists of a great misery, 
fathomless and hopeless like the eyes of the Fates 
in Greek sculptures, gazed up to his. 

"Do you dream / would stay your hand? It 
were best so — so I sliould be yours yet." 

Mine ! What then ?-^you love me though you 
are my traitress ? " 

"One may have guilt and yet have love," she 
muttered, faintly. 

He shuddered as he heard her; in the answer 

TOT.. Ill, 8 



Digitized by Google 



IDALU. 



a ffabtte templing coiled taround him ; the peifeedon 

of her earthiy beauty might be his, though it were 
but the love of the wanton wherewith she loved 
him ; the taint on her soul could not steal the 
fragrance from her lips, the voluptuous' light from 
her eyes, the mortal glory from her loveliness. The 
baser pasdons of his soul longed for her, though 

every evil that swells the buiii of hiunan crime had 
place in her — ^though throtigh her should come to 
him sin, and desolation, and dishonour. Yet — ^he 
was not their slave ; the greatness of his nature rose 
aboye them, and trampled <)ut their tempting. He 
put her irom his arms lest his strength should fail 
him, thrust her bapk from him so that her breath 
diould be no more against his cheek, her heart throb 
no more on his own. 

^ Love that is faithless and shameful i What is 
that to me ? If you haTe wronged my Tilest foe, 
the woman I loved is dead." 

Where she stood before him she bowed her 
head, as beneath words that had the weight of a 
righteous law. : For this — ^that he rose higher than 
his passions' tempting, that he strangled the assail- 
ants of- his senses, that infidelity to his enemy would 
have been as dark in his sight as infidelity to him- 
self— she honoured him with a great reverence. 
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" Y68. She is dead/' she answered him, Mrith a 
strange dreamy repetition. " Where has she ever 
lived save in your visions 1 She is dead — go. Do. 
not wait by her grave." 

There was a terrible meaning in the hushed, 
hopeless words; across their calmness a single cry 
broke — a cry that had in it all the despair of a 
ruined life, of a breaking heart. * 

Then silence fell between them. She had no 
courage to look upon his &ce ; she dared not read 
all that she knew was written there. 

The drooping flames reached a dry bough of pine, 
and flared afresh with it, and rose up in a writh- 
ing column of light. As the flaioes darted into 
lustre they shed their hue on the fair head of the 
Greek stretched out from the deep gloom of the 
farther vault. He drew back swiftly, as the tell- 
tale glare searched for him, and fell upon his 
face. 

Yet before he could reach the shelter of the inner 
den, the one he had wronged saw him, and, with the 
leap of a stagliouud, hurled himself upon him, and 
dragged him from the depths of the vault forward 
into the full light of the flames. The slight limbs of 
the Athenian had no force against the vengeance of 

8 2 
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the man who found in him at once his murderer and 
her paramour; he was torn out from his lair and 
tossed upward, as a wrecker's hands may toss abeam 

of driftwood. 

Eroeldoune forced him downward into the circle of 

the burning pines, full in their light and full in her 
sight. He only knew that this was the man who 
had sought to assassinate him; that this was the 
man for whom and to whom she betrayed him. 
Yet, beyond the memory of his vengeance, beyond 
the violence of his hatred* beyond the rage of 
jealousy in his soul, was a terrible pathos of wonder 
that looked out at her from the reproach of his 
eyes ; — it was for a thing so vile as this she had 
betrayed him ! it was for a life so infamous as this 
that she had given herself to guilt ! 

Heeling, swaying, striving, they wrestled breast to 
breast, strangers from the far ends of the earth, yet 
bound together by the kinships of wrong and of hate, 
while she, who had cast herself between them, 
strove to part them — strove to tear them asunder — 
strove with desperate strength to end their contest. 
Eroeldoune flung her heavily off him. 

"You stayed my hand once — ^not again. Stand 
there, and see the felon you harbour die as curs 
die!" 
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His face was black and swollen with the lust for - 

blood that she had seen there when he had fought 
with the Neapolitan Churchman. Wound in one 
another, they struggled together, seeking each other's 
lives, with the breath of the flames hot upon them. 
The Greek's lips were white with fear, but tliu} 
laughed as he glanced aside at her. 

"You love to see men at each others* throats? 
You love to see tigers plaj ? So, so, Miladi I — then 
look here.*' 

He slipped loose with a swift, supple movement, 
and freed his right arm. There was the glisten of 
steel in the light ; the blade quivered aloft to strike 
down straight through heart or lung ; before it could 
fall, his wrist was caught in a grip that well-nigh 
snapped the bone, and wrenching the knife from his 
Land, Hung it far away into the depths of the cavern, 
while the sinewy arms of the man he had wronged 
gathered him fresh into their deadly embrace. The 
slender southern limbs had no chance, the serpentine 
suppleness had no avail, the fox-like skill had no 
power, against the mighty frame and the ruthless will 
of the avenger who at last had tracked him ; a Hhiill 
scream broke from him as the steel was twisted from 
his grasp, the numbness of dread overcame him as he 
was choked in the arms of his victim, and down into 
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his looked the unbearable iire of the eyes he had 
left for the camon4>trd8 to tear. A sickly horror, a 
fascination of terror, held him breathless and iinre- 
sisting to the will of bis foe ; Eroeldoime swuDg him 
upward, and held him, as though he were a dog, 
above bis bead, bis own beigbt towering in tbe glow 
of the flames. 

Ob, God ! ** be cried, in tbe blindness of bis agony 
and of his hate. " Is there no death worse than 
what honest men die for this Inrute ? " 

She threw herself on Lim, she seized the loose 
folds of his linen dress, she held him so that be bad 
no power to move unless he trod her down beneath 

bis feet 

Spare hiiu 1 — for my sake, spare him ! " 
" For your sake ! You dare plead by that plea to 

me?" 

Oh, Heaven, what matter what I plead by 1 
Give me bis life — give me bis life ? " 

The life of a murderer to the prayer of a wanton? 
A fit gift ! Stand back, or I shall kill you with your 
paramour/' 

" Wait ! — ^you do not know what you do ! I saved 
your life from bim — ^let that buy his life from you 

He stood motionless, as though the words para- 
lysed him \ ail the tempests of his passions suddenly 
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arrested ; all the wild justice of revenge, that had 
made him strong as lions are strong, turned worth- 
less as at last he gra.'^ped its power in his hands. 
The blow that struck him was memory^the memory 
of that death-hour when through her hands life had 
been given back to him. 

By that hour he had sworn that she should ask 
what she would of him, and receive it At last she 
claimed her debt ; claimed hy it the remission of 
her sins — claimed by it mercy to the companion of 
her guilt 

He . stood motionless a moment^ the J(eaden uight- 
Hke shadows heavy as murder on his £eu» and on his 
fioul — then at her feet he dashed the Greek down, 
unharmed. > 

" What , you ask by my honour- — take by your 
shame/' 

And, without another look upon her face, he went 
out to the air, to the sea, to the day, ere his strength 

should fail him, and the stain of blood-guiltiness lie 
on his hands. 
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CHAPTER IX. 

" I LEAN TOWARD THE STROKE WITH SILENT MOUTH 

AND A GREAT HEART." 

CONBAD Phaulcon slowlj gathered himself from 
the ground, faint, blind, staggering from the force 
with which he had been thrown, and looked on her 
where she htid fallen senseless — ^her proud head sunk 
on the grey wood-ashes, her face white with the 
whiteness of death. He thought her dead : and a 
mortal dread feU on him, a mortal chiUuess froze 
his heart In his own cruel, tyrannous way he loved 
her still, and he thonght that he had killed her. 
Moreover, she had been faithful to him. Listening 
and watching there, he had found that she had kept 
her bond to him, and had not betrayed him. The 
evil against her died out from him ; a shame that 
was almost remorse stole on him. Senseless there, 
like some fair statue shattered down by a hand that 
stayed not for sake of beauty or of genius, she smote 
his oonscienoe, all dulled, and crushed, and bamt 
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out though it was. Throughout their lives he had 
betrayed, and oppressed, and goaded, and dis* 
honoured her; throughout them she had done 
him good for evil, and been true to him against 
his own untruth. This strength and this fealty 
pierced bim harder, because of their utter unlike- 
oess to the cowardice and the greed of his own 
nature. 

With hands that trembled, and tears that stood 
thick in his eyes, he touched her, and sought to 
revive her ; his temper was the temper oi a child, 
and he had a child's fleet fisunle emotions^ a diild's 
wanton cruelty and worthiess repentance. like a 
child,, he could wring his bird's throat without 
mercy, and weep useless tears when the victim lay 
cold and huddled in death. 

Aflier a while sense returned to her; her lips 
parted with slow struggling breaths, her veins grew 
warm, her eyelids quivered and opened heavily to 
the glare of the resinous tiames. She knew him 
where he bent above her, and lifted herself with a 
sudden breathless shuddering force. 

** Qo, go, go ! Never dare to come again in my 
sight ! 

He lingered, scarred and awed by the words and 

the gesture that were like an imprecation upon him. 
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by the blaze of her ejes as thej unclosed^ wide and 

wild, to the tawny light. 

" Oo, go 1 " she cried afresh. " You could hear 
what he called me, and yet hold your peace! 
Go — ^there are wrongs gods themselyes could not 
pardon." 

He knew it^ he turned slowly away, and went 
from her glance, from her presence. 

She rose faintly^ and reeling slightly ; looking 
out at the darkness that closed her in, whilst for all 
the world without the morning sun was shining. 
She was like one drunk with ^alcohol ; her brain was 
stunned, yet her force intensified ; the power and 
the vitality in her were strong almost to ferocity^ 
the ferocity of that unbearable sutieriug ^vllicll is 
in itself a madness. Like some lithe-limbed leo- 
pardess stung to bloodthirstiness b}' the shot that 
has struck it from an unseen hand, she passed 
swiftly across the depths of shadow, to the place 
where the boy Berto lay sleeping still in the intense 
slumber of long fatigue. 

She laid her hand upon him. Wake." 

He did awaken, and sprang wonderingly from his 
bed of dry sea-grasses. 

lUustrissima ! What is there?" 
♦ " There is need of you." 
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''I am ready." Tbe &ir, pale, boyish face had 

the calm keenness of the Napoleonic type, "It 

is — r 

"Treason." 
"Ah!" 

His eyes caught tlie meaning, his mouth the 
smile^ that were on hei& 

" Treason — against me ; if to me, so to all ; so to 
Italy. A tiaitor never sins onee. Seek Lousada 
and Yeni ; seek your brethren, seek any one of our 
people. They know how to avenge the unpardon- 
able sin. Bid them bring him here; I will give 
him liis sentence." 

The boy smiled ; tbe smile of a St Just. 

" He has lived liis lite/' he said, in the old Boman 
idiom. " His name, Eeeellenza 1 " 

She stooped and breathed it on his ear : the name 
of Victor Yane. 

Without word or pause he bowed low, took his 
rifle, and went on her errand ; a child by years, yet 
already weighted with the weariness and the wisdom 
of maturity, by reason of the penalty he paid for 
having let his childish soul brood over the burdens 
of the peoples, and dream of liberties under the 
leprous shadow of a dominant priesthood, whikt 
other children laughed, and played, and only asked 
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of life that the vine should give fruit, and the sleek 
herds milk^ that their gay feet should ply in the 
tarantula's measiwe, and the sweet sun dance in 
their own bright eye& 

She, left there in solitude, and bound by her word 
to keep the limits of her ^en, paced to and fro in 
the fire-lit darkness in that fierce, futile rebellion 
with wliich she had paced the dungeon of the 
church. Her eyes were burning, her throat was 
swollen with long thirsty her teeth were locked like 
a vice. All sense, thought, volition, seemed scorched 
np and withered in one intolerable misery, one un- 
alterable shame. One thing alone seemed left to 
her — her vengeance. 

She was of the nature which ha|»piness makes 
sweet, rich, generous, as southern sunlight; which 
calamity renders fearless, strong, and nobly calm 
beneath all adverse fate ; but which, beneath wrong 
and treachery, in an instant turns hard, dark, dan- 
gerous as the force of iron. 

She laughed aloud, in the loneliness. 

" He played the traitor \ — so I Well, he will leam 
how we deal with traitors. Fool, fool, fool 1 

Then, as that laugli died, the weakness of her 
bodily irame, the agony of her soul, beat down the 
false alien strength of bitter passions. 
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''Ob, my love!" she moaned. "It was for your 

life, not for mine." 

And she sank amidst the grey ashes by the fire 
that was slowly dying out, with the stupor of 
exhaustion stealing on her/ and her eyes ^Ewtened 
on the gloom beyond, strained, and senseless, and 
savage with pain, like those of an animal that is 
chained to a stake for the torture. 

To her, there could have been no martyrdom like 
this martyrdom of undenied dishonour. 

Without, the boy Berto passed into the glare 
of day. His errand was perilous; and he knew 
what Tedeschi rods were like, huw Papal steel could 
thrust ; but he had the firm, silent heart that Nature 
eajly gives to those whom she will hereafter make 
leaders amongst men, and, having a purpose to 
accomplish, he did it uiiliinchingly, tiirougii tu iLe 
end. He went swiftly and straightly now over the 
lonely shore, with the eye of a hawk, with the speed 
of a greyhound, glancing on every side for those he 
sought, and going warily, lest he should be seen by 
the soldiers, whom he knew were out, more or less 
near, seeking for the proscribed who bad escaped 
them. He ran swiftly, mile on mile; reaching a 
crest of land, he paused at last for breath. On one 
side lay the sea, now blue and laughing in the 
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faU noon-day ; on the other, moimtauHbounded, 

the low-lying lands, with their broad 8un4it deso- 
late ixaQkB dotted with the heids of swine and 

grazing buffaloes, with thickets of wild myrtle 
and-^groen pools of wsilter. There he saw what 
made him drop suddenly, and hide like a young 
hare» 

What he saw were the barrels oi carbines among 
some aoanthns-oovered stones that screened a score 
or so of soldiers, and further onward the solitary 
figure of a man in the elothing of the Capri fishers. 
The soldiers lay close, their heads alone above the 
£Edlen blocks of shattered marble; the tall form of 
the Capriote, dark and towering against the intense 
light, came onward, fast, blindly, taking heed , of 
nothing, seeing nothing, in his path, passing straight 
through the homed cattle as though they were an 
insect oknid, with his head bare to the heat, and bis 
eyes without sense in them ; headlong, as if he were 
deep in drink, yet with a nameless misery on him 
that had as terrible a majesty. 

Fascinated by it, the Roman boy watched him as 
he reeled through the sunlight, while the browsing 
herds were scattered by the tornado of his coarse. 
The soldiers watched him also, qb he came nearer 
and near^ straight across the plain, pausing for no 
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obstacle, br^ing tbiough aH vegetaiaon, rasliiiig 
Hke the wind over the width of the country. Then^ 
rapidly as a lasso is thrown, they sprang upon 
him as he passed ; his arms^ his limbs, his body> 
were bound aiid knotted with cords ere he could 
cast oti one of the score of hands that seized him ; 
fettered in an instant, with the naked blades flashing 
round him, he stood like a wild horse netted by 
guachoB, his muscles panting under the doseKlrawn 
bonds, his eyes wide-opened on his captors, red and 
glariiig and senseless. There was no escape possible. 

He stood a moment, looking vacantly down on 
his bound limbs and the savage wo]f*ejes of the 
soldiery. All consciousness seemed dead in him ; 
he was passive from, the sheer intoxication of suffeiv 
ing, and he was weak in Ms body also, for from a 
wound on his shoulder blood was oozing through 
bis shirt. Yet, as he felt the withes on his limbs, 
. he fought against his captors on the sheer instinct of 
combat, with his head dropped like a bull of Aragon 
when it charges to give to the torreador the fatal 
blow of the 0O!gu2a, and with his firm white teeth, 
the only weapon left him, clenched hard and fast at 
the throat of the soldier nearest him. 

For some minutes there was a struggle that made 
even the bold veins of the Eoman boy run chill — 
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weakened, hampered, jammed, powerless as the 

captive was, he had terror for bis iissailauts, a^ the 
bull when its black hide is steeped scarlet with gore, 
and its flanks are transfixed with the lance-heads, 
carries death for picador and banderillo still. But 
brute force conquered ; the hirelings of Francis were 
scarce better than brigands, and courage awakened 
no homage in them. When they fell away a little 
from each other, and the dust of the parched plain 
that had risen in clouds above the scene of the 
conflict sank, they had pulled him down as with a 
lasso — he was stretched there on the short burnt 
turf, his eyes distended, his mouth hlied with sand, 
his limbs lashed fast with corda 

To them he was but a Capri boatman, a thing of 
the people, a scum of the sea, a rebel on whose life 
a good price was set, an auinial to be thrust to the 
shambles, how roughly mattered little so that out of 
his heart they should cut that which they sought to 
know. 

They heaved him up, with a kick, by the ropes 
they had passed round his waist and under his 
shoulders ; they loosened a little the cords binding 
his ankles, and bade him stand, holding a carbine 
at his head ; then they fastened him by his belt to 
two of the strongest-built of their band, and, with 
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bayonets fixed in his rear, drove him on in their 
centre, as the Aragon bull is driven on at the point 
of the lance from pasture to circus. 

So they took their way through the white breath 
of the sunlight over the brown lonely plains, with 
their prisoner set in their midst. He had never 
spoken once. 

The ciiild Berto rose slowly from his hiding- 
place in the low m3nrtle-bu8he8; many a time his 
hand liad been on his rifle to send a message of 
death through these wolves of the mountains who 
wore the King's livery, and dishonoured the title of 
soldier; as many times he had paused, knowing 
that one shot could avail nothing, and that, were it 
hred, he would only share the captivity of the man 
whom be sought to release. As his slight, girlish 
frame rose up out of the leafy screen and against 
the sunny blue of the sky, his teeth were set tight, 
his pale features had grown like marble. 

*<They go to take him to their captain ; — they will 
make him tell where her refuge is. If he will not 
tell, they have rods, they have the water-torture — 
drop, drop, drop, ah I till one is mad I " he muttered 
aloud, in his breathless rage. He knew nothing of 
this stranger, save that he guessed him by his dress 
to be the sailor whom he had heard had rescued 
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her from Tavemo — in the cavern his .sleep had been 
too profound to awake to any distant soiind^but 
the sight of the conflict auJ the capture alone 
Biifficed to rouse all the revolutionary and patriotic 
soul that was in him. He wrung his hands as he 
watched the soldiers move over the plain, growing 
dark and distant as some far-off troop of bnffido. 

''Ah, the brigands! the assassins! And I could 
not fire a buUet for him ! " he cried in his solitude. 
" Miiadi must know of it. She can say whether he 
will bear the scourge and be silent. If I had thought 
he would speak, I would have shot him dead before 
they could have got hiuL Almost I wish I had. It 
had been surer." 

For the Roman lad knew the means— passing the 
strength of humanity to endure — by which men who 
were mute against royal or priestly will were made 
to fiad voice in that fair dominion of Naples. 

She must know," he mused ;'^waited an instant, 
then with the speed of a lapwing, once having the 
swell of * the hillocks between him and the soldiery, 
he retraced his way over the lowlands to whence he 
came, until out of the laughing brilliancy of the 
noon-sun be came into the darkness of the cave, 
which now was only lightened by the low flicker of 
the expiring pine-flames. 
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* Her attitude had never changed. There was that 
in it, as she sat beside the great heap of silvered 
•ashes and of burnt-out wood, that strudc the 
boy's heart with a sudden awe and fear. The 
abaaement, the subjection, of a fearless Hfe has 
ever in it a. certain terror— the , mournful terror 
of -every £iUen gTeatnesB-T-for those who look 
upon it 

He went sofdy to her* and spoke loir in her ear 

betore she. saw him by her. 
' . *'£ocelkiiizft> the soldiery are out^" . 
. She gave no siga that she heard him, 
*'The soldiers have himl Can you trust him« 
Illustrissima ? " 

She still seemed to hear nothing where her gaze 
was fixed upon the dying fire. The boy touched 
her timidly. 

''The King's people have him, Miladi. Will he 
be true?" . 

She started, as though some corpse had been 
galvanised to life, and turned her face to him. 

"True? Will who be true? He whom all are 
fake to ? Yes, true to death — true to death T' 

He saw that her mind wandered, that she had 
not ariglit understood him. 

"Eccellenca^ hear me." he said, softly. "The 

1 2 
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soldiers have made that friend of yours theii* 
prisoner." 

She sprang to her feet, convulsed to passionate 
energy, to fresh existence. 

*' Prisoner ? The King's prisoner?—^ / '* 

The hoy's voice sank to a whisper; he had not 
thought it would move her thus ; he knew she was 
well used to send men out to die 

" They took him on the shore there, by the ruins. 
They caught a brave man like a snared wolf, the 
cowards! He fought — godsl how he fought; but 
they threw him like a bull in the lasso. Will he 
keep silence, think you 1 ** 

"He will keep silence till they lay hiiu mute in 
death. Ah! God reward you that you came to 
tell me !" 

She put the wondering child aside, and swept 

across the vault to the far-off shadow where the 
Greek had crouched; she stood before him ere he 
had seen her move. 

" I break my word to you. I go from here.** 

"Go!"—- he echoed dizsdly ; the violence of his 
fall had stupified him. Go 1 Not where I do not 
foUow.** 

" Follow, if you will." 

"Where, then 1" 



Digitized by Google 



/ 



WITH SILENT MOUTH JLSD ▲ GBEA.T HEABT." 277 

" To the soldiers of Francis." 

She laughed aloud as she spoke ; she knew that 
the oowaidice of his nature would no more let him 
pass out where she went than if gates of adamant 
opposed him. He was startled and bewildered ; he 
felt tenfold fear of her as she stood there in the 
sliadows before bim, with that despair on her face 
and that laugh oii her lips; lie iiad tiiought her 
dead or dying ; a superstitious hesitation held him 
afraid and irresolute. 

''Wait — wait" he said» stretching his bands out 
to hold her. "What is it you dream of? What 
mad thing would you doV* , 

**Save the life you and I have sent out to destruc- 
tion," 

Before he could arrest her she had passed him, 
and was far out beyond the watch-hre, and lost in 
t^e gloom of the entrance-passage ; her band was 
on the boy Berto's shoulder, and thrust him down 
the tortuous ]uissan i , swifUy and silently up to the 
open air. When once more the darkness lay behind 
her, and on her face was the breath of the monung; 
she bent to him. 

"Which way?" 

He pointed to the northwaid, looking with wistful 
anxiety in her face. 
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" Milacli, what is it you will do ? '* 
My duty^late in the day." 

The hound had followed at her side ; she stooped 
and kissed his forehead, then sent him irom her back 
into the shelter of the cayem, reluctant yet obedient. 

" Will you not need him ? " the boy asked. 

**No. Even a dog's life is too noble to perish for 
mine. See you to hxm, aud cherish , hxm ibr my sake.'* 

"II I go with you, Eceellenza'' 

"No — go rather on the errand I gave you." 

" I P ut 

" Hush I I have said — none go with me. And — 
for that you came and told me this thing— may the 
beauty of life rest with you ever, my child." 

She passed her hand softly over his fair curls. 

Then as rapidly and silently as a shadow passes 
she went irom, him on her fatal way. 

Over the heavy, rugged ground the soldiers forced 
their prisoner, with his arms lashed behind him, and 
the carbines held at his temples. They were a 
dozen men under a corporal, scouts sent out by the 
commandant of the gendarmerie scouring the shore ; 
low scoundrels who had been thieves ere they 
donned the King's uniform, and would be brigands 
when they doffed it So that they dragged him to 
their captain, and compelled him to tell what they- 
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sot^t from bim, they heeded nothing beyond His 
bound feet stumbled over the rough declivities, his 
chest was stifled under the crossed cords till he could 
barely breathe ; with every jerked step that his 
guards took over the roughness of the ground their 
shot might be lodged in his brain ; the red ants, 
disturbed in their hills, swarmed up his limbs and 
clung there; the open wound of his shoulder was 
cut by the tight-drawn ropes ; still he said not one 
word, but went on in their midst, with his bloodshot 
eyes staring, out at earth and sky yet seeing nothing, 
and with a heavy, sttUeUj murderous darkness on his 
£&ce and on his soul. 

Of physical sui^Bsring he was insensible ; the dead- 
ness ot despair had numbed in him all corporeal 
consciousness. There had only survived in him the 
mere mechanical brute instincts of defence and of 
resistance. Beaten in these, he resigned himself, 
passively, dumbly ; too vast a ruin had fallen on his 
life for him to heed what befel his body. So far as 
thought still was distinct to him, so far as any ray 
of it pierced the blackness of desolation in which 
every memory save one was lost, he wished that 
they would strike him dead upon the plain they 
traversed. 

They wondered that, cramped and bruised as he 
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was^ and strong to ferocity as they had found him/ 
he went with them thus mutely and imresistiugly ; 
they did not note the keen, hard, ravenous, longing 
look, as of one starving at sight of food, that his 
eyes ever and again cast upon the steel tubes of the 
slanted carbines which carried death and oblivion so 
near, and yet denied them, to him. 

Beyond this he knew nothing; he was dragged 
over the low-lying country at a pace as swift as the 
heat of the day and the iinevenness of the uncertain 
paths would allow ; whether he had force to bear it, 
in the sultry noontide of summer, they never heeded. 
If he had fallen, they would have pulled him on still, 
as best they might, with his head striking the stones. 
He knew nothing ; the sunlight was like a blaze of 
fire ever about him; the hard, hot skies seemed 
to glitter as brass ; water, mountain, the darkness 
of m3rrtle, the rush of wild birds, the blue gleam 
of the sea, the brown baked earth beneath his 
feet, these were all blurred, shapeless shadows to 
him, while his eyes looked out, straight onward, 
with the red, dusky, mastiff flame in them that 
made his guards mutter among themselves that 
this man was mad, and should be shot like a mad 
dog. 

And they judged right : he was mad, with the 
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Othello madness that believes what it adores dis- 
honoured. 

At last their march paused; the silence was 

broken bj the noise of loosened tongues ; there were 
stir, and tumult^ and the clash of arms around 
them ; they had joined their comrades, — they had 
brought their prisoner to their captain to be judged. 
Uiider aonie mighty pillars of yellow travestiue, the 
lonely relics of some forgotten temple, four or five 
score of black-browed, loose-harnessed soldiers, the 
worst of a worthless axmj, were scattered, lying full- 
length in the shade, taking their noonday meal, or 
slaking their thirst at a sluggish noxious streamlet 
stealing by the columns' base amongst the violet-roots. 
They had been checked a moment in their search by 
the sea for the fugitives ; and lay like hot, panting, 
ferocious dogs, ready to rise and use their teeth at a 
moment's tempting. 

They swarmed round him like a pack of wolves, 
but no change came on his face ; with a hundred 
soldiers beside him, lean, savage, ruffianly, for the 
most part^ as any Abnuzian banditti, with the 
glitter of their steel, the muzzles of their cai bines, 
the yelling of their oaths^ the clunour of their 
triumph about him where he stood powerless in 
their midst, they could not tell that he even saw 
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them there. Hu eyes, never, glanced to them ; they 

looked still, straightly, sightlessly, to the low iiae 
where sea touched sky ; theie was no oonscbnsDess 
in them, but there was tiiat which stilled their riot 
of exultation with a vagae sense of danger in this 

chained man standing so calmly in their hostile 
crowd. 

They fell back, as their commander, told of the 
capture, came from the nook of shadow, where, 
with his subaltern, he had been at rest apart He 
was httle more than a gueriUero — a course, rough, 
careless^ Oalabnan-bom filibuster. 

"A fine animal," he muttered, as he glanced over 
a paper of instnictions, oomparing the details there 
with the personal appearance of his prisoner. . So ! 
you are the sacrilegious scoundrel who broke into 
the momustery of Taverno, and used foul violence, 
against the august person of his sacred grace of 
ViUaflor r 

«Iam." 

Erceldoune am^wered mechanically; his tongue 
cloTO to his mouth; his voice was hoarse and 

savage. 

''Bastal you are in haste .to be hangedr' swore 

the Calabriau, hali disappointed at an avowal which 
left him no excuse for the ingenuity of threat and 
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torture. "Since you confess yourself guilty, go 

further, and tell us— what liave you done with the 

buiiii-roba you stole iiom her prison V* ' 

The word struck like the stroke of lightning. 

life, sense, shame, grief, rage, rushed over his 
hearer with a torrent's force ; the foiam gathered on 
his lips ; he fdmined for a moment like a fettered 
lion at his bonds ; — then he was still as with the 
silliness of death. 

"Speak — ^where is she 

He made no answer. 

** Have you no tongue ? We will make you find 
it, and use it. Tell me — quick! — where is this 
woman hidden ?" 

His vengeance was in his hands ; one word, one 
gesture only, to where the sea-cave lay, and his 
wrongs would be avenged, without the lifting of his 
hand. 

"Speak out," hissed the soldier, whose rage was 
rising. " Where is this empress-democrat ? Where 
does she hide ^ She knew how to use that bufOedo 
strength of yours ; but she will fool you, once she be 
free. We know what Miladi is ! Give her to us ; 
and you may save yourself a necklace of hemp, 
mayhap?" 

Thm was still no answer. ' 
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''Has the sorceress put a spell on jonV swoie 

the Calabrian. "Look you — you are safe to go to 
the gallowa Corpo di Christo . — ^it will be odds if 
his Grace do not think a quick twitch of the noose 
too gentle a punishment for you ; Monsignore has 
a long arm and a heavy hand! You are a fine 
animal — ^it were a pity all that sinew should rot in 
quick lime; we will get your life saved somehow, 
if you put UB this minute on the track of your 
mistress 

He might never have spoken for aught by which 
hfe could tell that he was heard. The threat that 
his body would be given to slaughter had little 
import to the man in whom all life, save the mere 
breath of existence, had already been slain by worse 
than a thousand deaths. 

"Have you no voice?" yelled the commandant, 
infuriated that his unwonted offer of mercy met no 

response. " We will find a way to make you speak, 
with your will or against it ! Once for all — will you 

sliow us where this woman is sheltered ?"j 

The Calabrian gnashed his glittering teeth. 

*'AUro I You defy us, you hound I We will see 
how lohg that obstmacy lasts. I have licence to 
•deal w^ith you as I see iit^ to string you up by 
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the throat to that column if I judge it right in the 
need of my service. We will soon make you find 
voice, you dog of a rebel! Here; take him, and 
lash him to that pillar ; there, in the lull sun." 

He was already bound, in cords that crossed and 
recrofised, and left him scarce liberty to draw the' 

air through his Ivmgs; it was an ea^y matter to 

fasten him to the shaft of the shattered column that 

stoud in the glare of the noon, unshaded even by a 

branch or a coil of ivy. 

" Strip his shoulders, and let the gnats find him 

out " laughed the Calabrian, moving away to finish 

his meal and take a mid-day slumber. " We will 

see if we do not make him give tongue/' 

» 

He was obeyed. 

They stripped the linen firom his chest and 
shoulders, and left him in the fullest force of the 
vertical rays; his wound uncovered, and his head 
bare. At his feet ran the half-dry brook. They 
went themselves into the shadow, and lay laughing, 
swearing, mocking, taimting, dianting obscene songs, 
and holding up to him in the distance the wine- 
cans they had drained. 

The insults passed by him unnoted, the jeeis 
unheard; in the desolation of his life they were 
known no more than the sting of an insect is 
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felt by one whom -smoke . a&d flAme q£ a bpurning 
pile is conaumiug.. 

Yet they had chained him to a martyrdoiit. 

The intense heat poured upon his brain; the 
ecoichingf light quiveied about him; his veins 
fiwelied till it seemed, with every fresh puke,o£ the 
blood, they must bunt; the innumerable winged 
insects^ hummmg through the summer houzs^ at- 
tracted one by smother, settled on his naked breast^ 
and thrust their antenna into the bruised skin, and 
perced th^ stings into the opening of the wound. 
He could not< free his hands to brush one of them 
away. His ^roat was dry as leather; his tongue 
was swollen and black ; hi^ thirst was unbearalde ; 
and at his feet the shallow water stole, to madden 
him with the murmiir of the cool ripples he could 
not touch. The ^ moments were as hours ; the 
minutes as yeaars. The ;earth» the air, the sky, were 
as one vast furnace that enclosed him; where the 
jagged and beating nerves had been laid open by the 
hatchet-strc^e, the^buasing gnats alit, and dove, 
and stuDg, and feasted. Weaklier men would have 
had the men^ of insensibility ; — ^with him the vital 
strength, the indestructible force of life within him, 
kept every nerve and every sense strung to their 
keenest under the torture. 
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Yet when they came to him ever and again ajid 
asked if he would speak at last» his silence 
remained unbroken. He was fiEdthful to those who 
bad betrayed bim. 

He could receiye release, as he could take yen- 
geance, by the utterance of one word. He could 
deliver over his assassin to justice, and unloose his 
traitress to the doom that waited her, by the same 
sign that should free him from this slow <excrueiating 
death. He could cease to suffer, and become the 
just accuser of those by whom he was destroyed. 
He could sever his bonds, and divide those whose 
guilty union was a worse agony to him than it lay in 
the power of his torturers to deal His own fate and 
theirs rested in his choice. 

And he b<^e his martyrdom and kept silence. 
The supreme hour of his passion had come to 
him and tempted him, and found bim strong. 
The purity of his honour would not let him take 
a traitorous shame even against those who dealt 
him treachery; the great love in him could not 
forsake her utterly, aitliough itself forsaken and 
betrayed. 

The bond of his word was as religion to him still ; 
and in his sight, though fallen, lost^ dishonoured, she 
still was sacred. 
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So far as thought ooald come to him, his thought 
was still to save her. 

And he hung there» hound hy the waists with the 
blaze of the sun in his blind eyes and on his throb- 
bing brain, and the clouds of the booming circling 
gossamer wings growing darker and larger as his 
tonnentois swanned down to fasten upon him. 

One of the soldiers, whom he had heavily bruised 

in the struggle for his capture, came out of the shade 
and dipped a wooden cup in the brook, and held it 
just beyond the reach of his lips. 

** Speak, and you shall have drink 1 " 

His throat was baked like burnt clay, his mouth 
was full of dust^ his tongue was cloven to his teeth; 
he longed for water with the death-thirst of the 
desert 

The Italian reached and touched his beard with 

■ 

the lim of the cup, so that the coolness of the 

draught mocked liim close* 

" Will you speak ? " 

He iaiiitly moved his head in denial. 

The soldier laughed with tauntmg mirthi and 
shook the water hum the bowl out on to the herbage 
at his feet : he knew that every wasted drop would 
be an added pang. 
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StUl he never spoke. 

The}' left liim again to the Tantalus torture. He 
had his freedom in his own choice ; in the utteraioce 
of one word ; and he let them do their worst upon 
him rather than turn traitor to the woman whom he 
held his traitress. 

They came and grouped about the pillar^ 
and looked up iu his face again with riotous 
laughter and foul-mouthed outrage at him in 
his defencelessness. The brazen sky burned above 
in pitiless fire; the smiling craeltj of the salt 
sea mocked him with its tossing sunlit fresh- 
ness ; the red ants were slowly climbing the base 
of the column, scenting blood, and swarming 
upward to fasten on him; through the. air the 
first mosquito winged its way, herald of troops to 
come. 

" Will you answer now?" asked the chief. 

"No I" 

The Galabxian Hung himself round on his men in 

the rear. 

''Take him down, and scourge him till you cut 
the truth out of his heart 1 " 

They were like a herd of Pyrenean dogs ; the sight 
of prey roused all their ravenous instincts. Men 
tasting once the power and the pleasure of torture 
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rardj pause till they lose tkeir sport to the kiug- 
player, Death. 

They unbound him from the cx>lumu4 and fastened 
bim afresh to a low block of stone, stripped to tlie 
waist, 80 that his chest and back should be left 
undefended for the curling thongs of the lash; his 
face was set still seawardsy so that the fair breadth of 
the free \vatcii> inoeked lain with its liberty. His 
head hung heavily downward ; throes of pain^ like 
tUc scorching of fire, throbbed through his wounded 
flesh ; the rushing of pent-up blood filled his luQgs, 
bis bruiu, his ears, Lis throat to suffocation. There 
was a pause of some moments ; th^ were weaving 
t(^ether some cords and some 1( atiiem belts into 
the thing they needed. The chief sauntered near 
him once more, and looked at him doubtingly : he 
knew the Capri mariners could be dogged in brain- 
less obstinacy as any Capri mule, but he saw that 
this man^s endurance was far more than the mere 
mute, contumacious persistence of a sullen ignor- 
ance. He struck away, half compassionately, a 
gnat that was aUghting on his prisoner's bare 
breast. 

" You are too fine a brute to be cut in pieces with 
the lash. Look you, they have tough arms, have my 
n^n ; they will make their belts lay yoiu: lungs open 
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if you keep silent. Do you know how the leather 
can eat a man's flesh ? " 

He bent Lis head in assent; in Russia he had 
seen a serf die under the soouiige. 

*' You do ? Well, that grand frame of yours wiii 
not spare you ; they trill mash it to pulp. Will you 
not speak — ^now ? " 

I have answered." 
• '^Tou are a fool and a madman!*' swore the 
Calabrian. You lose your lifo for* a worthless 
woman.*' 

A spasm that the bodily torture had never 
brought there passed over his captive's face. He 
kept silence stilL 

The Itaiian shrugged his shoulders^ and strolled 
away. 

There was a moment's longer pause, then two 

soldiers came to their work ; they bore the whips 
that they had made, with the heavy buckles at the 
end of the belts serving as the ItaJen points with 
which the lash is commonly weighted. The blows 
would tall from cither side, as the strokes of the wood- 
man's hatchet fall on a tree. The rest of the» band 
closed round in a semicircle, their commandant 
slightly in advance. - 

Then — ^then only — as he saw the scourges in their 
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hands, and knew the indignity that approached him^ 

the mute calm of his endurance, the apathy of that 
desolation of the heart in which all hodily suffering 
passes as nought, changed and broke. All the fire 
of his nature, all the pride of his race, all the dignity 
of his manhood, flashed to sudden life. He never 
spoke — ^he was bound, motionless — but he raised his 
head and looked them fuU in the eyes with all the 
haughty wrath of his fearless blood once more aflame. 
It was but one look ; his arm could not avenge him, 
nor his strength resist the outrage^ yet before it 
they paused and qnailed. For the instant they stood 
irresolute, cowed by the challenge of that unshrink- 
ing leonine regard ; then, savage at their own sense 
of shame, they threw themselves forward, the metal- 
weighted thongs swirled round their heads, gathering 
full force to curl around him like a serpent s folds ; 
the watching soldiery drew deep noiseless breaths in 
silence, the hot hushed air of noon had not a sound 
upon it ; he stood erect to his full height, the courage 
of the soul victorious over the torture of the body. 
Before the uplifted hands could fall, a single word 
echoed down through the stillness — " Wait ! " 

The scouigers paused ; the chief swung round to 
see who dared bid his men's obedience halt Into 
their startled crowd came the woman they sought 
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Against the glitter of the sea and the brown desola- 
tion of the plains, they saw Idalia. 

From the captive they had bound a long bitter 
cry rang — a cry that the lash would not have forced 
from him, though it should have cut his heart in 
twain. 

• Breathless and toil-worn, she pressed her way to 
him and fell at his feet, and strove with both hands 
to wrench apart the knots that held him. The Cala- 
brian seized her; he knew her but by name, and 
her face was strange to him. 

" Woman \ — how dare you ? Who are you ? *' 

^'I am Idalia Yassalis. Take me — bind me — 
scourge me. But let the guiltless go." 

The rough mountaineer looked at her amazed, 
awed, dazzled, doubting his own senses. 

" You are the Countess Yassalis ? " 

There in her masque-robes, with the gold all soiled 
and blackened, the scarlet aflame against the sun, 
exhausted by that mid-day travel through the blaze 
of noon, yet with so much command in her eyes, 
with so much majesty in her glance, she moved him 
to fear as the sight of Cleopatra^ captive, would have 
moved a Latin boor of the cohorts. 

" Yes, yes, yes ! Are there no men here who can 
swear to me ? I am the rebel yon seek. Take me ; 
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do what you will with me ; deliver me up to your 

masters — ^but free that man, who is innocent 

The Calabrian shaded his ejes with his iiand ; he 

felt giddy before her. 
" Is it she ? " ke whispered a comrada 
" It is she/' said a Lombard, from the ranks. I 

saw her before Verona ; my shot killed a horse under 

her." 

She turned her head to the soldier. 

*'I thank you for your witness. Now — do your 
duty. Bind me^ and free your prisoner." 

*' Free him ! So ! — ^he has as much guilt as you/' 

" He has no guilt. Unloose him, I say ; fietsten 
me there in his stead ; use those thongs upon 
me ; it will not be the ^t time you scourged a 
woman, 'i uke liiiii down, and bind uic there in his 
place, by every justice in earth and heaven 1 " 

Ercelduuiie's voice crossed her own, husky and 
forced with difficulty from his swollen throat. 

" Do not heed her. She speaks only to save 
me 

The Calabrian laughed coarsely. 

''Ah! This fine Gapriote dog, is he your love- 
toy, then, 'Uustrifisima ? " 

He is my victim. May not that better release 
him f The coarse outrage had no power to wound 
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her; she had no coosciousness except of the man 
"^ho, for her sake, was bound in the crael scorching 
noonday well-nigh to the pangs of a crucihxion. " Is 
he to sufFer for those who have wronged him ? He 
does so when he suiiers for me I If I be your enemy, 
I am tenfold his; will not that quell your rage 
against him 1 I have ruined him ; that should give 
him grace in your sight? From first to last he has 
been wronged by me. Plundered, wounded, left for 
dead by those who were of my peoiik ; used by me, 
forsaken by me, driven to peril and bondage by me — 
has he not more to hate me for than you ? In the 
nobility of his heart he shields me still, because he 
once has pledged me shelter, because his honour 
still is greater even than las immeasurable wrongs ; 
* but he does so only because he is above even his 
own just vengeance, only because he will not pur- 
chase freedom even at cost of lives that are his curse." 

She sank down at his feet once more ; she strove 
to rend his bonds asunder; — be seemed to her great 
as never man was i^reat in that silent martyrdom, 
endured for those who had betrayed him. He looked 
down on her, doubting his own senses, doubting that 
the burning of the sun made him, in delirium^ dream 
■ the words lie heard, the face he saw. 

''Free him I" she cried aloud, with that ferocity 
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of uubeazable miseiy which makes the gentlest 
savage. ^ What plea have you to hold him t lam 
here; I surrender to you. Take me to king or 
priest, as you choose ; give me only his liberty for 

mmel 

Instinctiyely his heart went out to save her ; his 
consciousness awakened through the feverish mists 
of pain enough to know that remorse flung her here 
to perish for him, enough by unconsidered impulse 
to seek to save her still. 

"Do not heed her, I say/* his lips breathed 

lioarriely. " She only speaks to spare me—** 

** Ho I " laughed the Caiabrian, how you quarrel 

for the kiss of the lash I Now we have you we will 
keep you — ^botL" 

She turned on him with her old imperious com- 
mand: 

0 God I you will not dare to take his life I He 
is of England— not of Italy. Such things as he has 
done against your king and your laws he has done 
never for himself, only at my instanc e * * 

A likely tale, to screen your fellow-rebels, jQdLiladi I 
Tell it to more credulous hearer s ■ 
" You thmk that I speak falsely 1 " 
For the moment the old glorious challenge of her 
disdainful pride beamed from her face ;-^they who 
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saw it thought^ despite themselves, that if this womaa 
were not above a lie^^then never truth was uttered 
in this world. 

It is no matter bow you speak/' the Italian made 
her aDswer. " You are my prisoners ; I shall but 
give you over to those who will judge you." 

Give me, then. Am I not here that you may do 
your worst with me? But by all justice, all mercy, 
all pity, leave him free i " 
It is impossible !'* 

She threw herself before him ; she let her fallen 
hair bathe his feet, she poured out the vivid utter- 
ances of an eloquence that noue ever heard unmoved, 
she sued to him as never for herself would she have 
sued an emperor ; for the only time in her life she 
abased herself to supplication-^she to whom the 
praying of such a prayer was worse than the en- 
durance of any chastisement. 

The Calabrian heard her, startled, dazzled, shaken, 
bat he would not yield. 

*' It is too late," he said, abruptly. " Miladi, why 
did you not thmk before what serving you might 
cost to a brave man ? You treated him like a dog : 
well, he must die a dog's death. The blame of it is 
£ot mine." 

There was a certain pathos in the words ; he was 
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biave enough himself to honour the courage he had 

so mercilessly tried; her head sank as though the 
rebuke of Deity spoke by the rough soldiei^s mouth ; 
she crouched with a low moan, like a stricken ani- 
mal's, at the foot of the column where £rceldoune 

was buund. 

He turned on her his strained and aching eyes. 
**Why have you so much mercy on my 
bodyr 

There was an infinite reproach in the infinite 
patience of the wondering words. Why had she 
who had slain his soul, his spirit, his hope, all in him 
that made the living of his life of any peace, of any 
worth, thus have mercy on the mere torture of limb 
and nerve and sinew 1 Why did she who had been 
so -pitiless, so wanton in her cruelty, feel compassion 
and contrition before the coarse, indifferent doom of 
merely physical pain ? 

The Calabrian looked at them in silence, then 
motioned to his men. 

" Take them from the sun-glare, and bind them 
together." 

lu a sense he ieit pity^ because he felt the homage 
of courage to courage, for this man whom he had 
seen so loyal at such awful cost ; but for her he had 
no emotion, save dread of her as a soroeiess, save 
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inuth agaiiust her for one idiose fell temptations bad 

been so fatal and so rutliless. 

She made no resistance ; she never felt the grating 
of the leathern thongs npon her wrists ; she had lost 
all consciousness of personal suffering; she had come 
to deliver up her life for his, and the sacrifice was 
given too late. She had no knowledge left her save 
this, no heed for whatsoever they might do to her^ 
though she had given herself back to a worse 
captivity than the prison of the grave. As the 
leash with which the soldieis coupled them 
like hounds was pulled tighter, her hand touched 
his. He shuddered as he had never done when the 
mosquito had thrust its sting into his unshielded 
breast. 

She felt rather than saw it ; it passed through her 

in tenfold bitterness. This mcon, who had held him- 
self unworthy to touch but the hem of her gar^ 
ment, who had deemed himself blessed as with the 
gift of gods if her eyes but dwelt with a smile on 
his, now shrank from the contact of her hand as 
from pollution, from iniquity ! 

** Take me away," she moaned, wearily. Would 
you chain him to his murderess ? 

They hesitated, and looked towards their chief. 
Leave me, and take him down I " she said, with 
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that vibratiou iu her voice that scared them like 
startled sheep. " He dies there, and you have not 
mercy enough even to lift him up one drop of water. 
If you are men, and not fiends, unloose him ! 

They had been as fiends in their sport ; the 
southern cruelty that will rend a bird's wings from 
its body, or a butterfly's damty beauty asunder, 
laughing softly all the while, had been awakened in 
them ; they were loath to quit its indulgence. 

He looked as though she said aright, and that he 
was dying lashed there to the column ; his eyes were 
blood-red, his mouth open and swollen, his forehead 
purple with suffused blood ; his heart beat visibly^ 
great slow laboured throbs, under the cords. 

She wrenched herself from their hold, and caught 
the wooden cup the soldier had cast down, and filled 
it with the water of the stagnant stream, and held 
it upward to his lips. He quivered from head to 
foot, and shrank from the draught that through the 
parching heat he had been athirst for with so deadly 
a longing. 

''Do not torture me — more ? " 

The whisper was almost inarticulate fcom his /dry 
stiffened lips : the cup fell from her hold. She 
knew his m^oiing; she remembered the memory 
which made the thirst that he endured more 
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beftrable than that action from ber hand. She 
turned passionately on the nearest soldiers. 

Show some human mercy ! Bind me there in 

his steady tear me limb from limb as children tear 
the fire-flies ; it wiU be rarer pastime for you to put 
a woman to torment ! Tou know what manner of 
thing is justice ? Then if you do, by every law of 
justice make me suffer, and spare him/' 

Under their drooping lids, his eyes lightened a 
moment with a gleam of consciousness ; his instinct 
was still for her defence. 

'* Let me be. So best/' he said, faintly. " It will 
soon end." 

She was worthless — she had so declared herself; 

she was his tmitieisb and another's paramour ; yet 
the loyalty in him surviyed still — still, to lay his life 
dowii for her had its sweetness for him. 

A shrill wailing ciy broke from her, like that of 
some creature perishing in the trough of waves or 
mider billowy flamea 

** O Christ 1 have you no pity ? Take him down 
while there is breath in him, and bind me there in 
his stead. I will never bid you spare me one 
pang!" 

They looked doubtfully at their chief : he signed 
them to obey her. 
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" She Bays justly ; it is she who ought to sufier. 

Loose Lim, and bring him out of the sun/' 
< They unloosened the knotted coids that swathed 
his limbs to the column. When they were wholly 
unfastened, he swayed forward, his head fell on his 
breast, his body bent like a reed, there was foam 
upon his beard, and his eyes were dosed. 

A great stillness came then upon the soldiery 
about the place ; through them, under their breath, 
they whispered that their work was done — that he 
was dead. 

She alone thought not as they thought, that his 
sacrifice for her was crowned by the last sachEce of all. 

*'He is not dead," she said, simply. 

There was a strange calmness and certainty in the 
words that thrilled through those who heard them. 
They looked at her, neither touching nor opposing 
her ; she had terror for them — ^terror for them as of 
some great, fallen, half-shameful, and half-glorious 
thing. Every intense passion carries its reaction of 
fear upon those who witness it: hers had such on 
them now. They dimly felt that if they, in their 
wanton cruelty, had been the actual murderers of 
> this man, she knew herself far more utterly his 
destroyer than they could be, who had but harmed 
his mortal form. 
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He is not dead/' she said, with that vibration of 
an exquisite joy crossing the icy desolation of despair, 
which smote the most callous there to some vague 
sense of answering pain ; — as though her voice 
reached him, he raised himself slightly, where two 
soldiers held up his sinking frame, his lips gasped 
for breath, his eyes uuclo^ to the dazzling gleam 
of the day, he stood erect, while a loud cry broke 
horn him : 

O God ecmriot die ! *' 
The English words missed the listening southern 
ears; she alone knew the agony in them of the 
great imperishable strength that would not let life 
leave him, that would survive all which strove to 
slay it — survive to keep sensation, memory, know- 
ledge in him, and to refuse the only mercy 
he could ever know, the mercy of oblivion and 
annihilation. 

The Calabrian went and laid his hand upon his 
prisoner's shoulder. 

*' You are a fine brute, I am sorry you provoked 
us. See here-^this woman is the guiltier: she says 
so : she is come to suffer in your stead." 

He heard, though all his senses still were dim'— 
though earth, and sea, and sky, and the ring of the 
armed men, and her face in the white fumace-heat 
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of the sunliglit were ail one ixiisty blase of colour to 

him. He heard, and his lips moved faintlj. 

** She shall not suffer — for me/' 

So far as thought could he clear to him, he thought 
that, having sinned so deeply against him, remoise 
at the last bad struck her, and drawn her here to bear 
witness for him. He thought that there yet dwelt 
in her too much still of native courage, of inborn 
nobility, to let her rest in safety and security, whilst 
through her sin, and to give her freedom, he endured 
the doom to which she had cast him out ; he thought 
that, so far, she was true to herself, though false with 
worse than a Delilah's treachery to him. To take 
vengeance upon her was a poor, vain, wretched quit- 
tance that never glanced by him ; a grossness, a base- 
ness that could have no place with him ; his great 
tortured passion could no more have slaked itself 
in such a payment than it could have wreaked its 
wong by the bruising and the marring of that mere 
loveliness of form which had been the luxe and in- 
strument of his destruction. 

The Italian swore a heavy oatL 

" Are you mad ? Why, of her own testimoiiy she 
has been your ruin V* 

** Of a woman's compassion she says it — out of her 
own mouth you would not condenm her 1 " 
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It wa.s the sole denial, the sole evasion of the 
traih that ever his voice had spoken. To save him- 
self, he woxild not have bui rowed the faintest like- 
ness of a lie ; but in the dizzy mists of his reeling 
senses this one instinct remained with him — ^to save 
her even from herself, to screen her even from the 
justice that would avenge him. 

As she heard, where she stood bound, held back 
by the guards who had seized her, her eyes met his ; 
"^Ity or guiltless, fiBiithful or faithless, by that 
look he knew that she loved him as no woman will 
love twice. 

His head sank, his eyelids closed, he shivered in 
the scorching day. She loved him, or she had not 
come thither ; she loved him, or never that language 
had burned for him in her glance. But this love^ 
love of the traitress, of the voluptuous betrayer, of 
the temptress of sin, of the " queen ct evil^ lady of 
Iwstf** — ^what was this to him ? 

Some touch of veneration for the courage they 
bad ^toeased. for the »elf-«wrifice they vaguely 
understood, had come upon the biigands round 
him-^brigands in their coarseness, their trainings 
and their brutality, though they wore the Uvery of a 
monarchy. They had seen that this man could hold 
his own in contest with the strength, aud the rage, 

VOIi. III. X 
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and the prolonged refiistance of lions ; they saw now 
that he ooald suffer and sabmit with the mute- 
enduring patient self-surrender and self-command 
of those sidnts of whom the priests had told them, in 
their boyhood, dim^ pathetic, ancient legends^ half 
forgot and half remembered. They yielded him 
a certain reluctant, wondering respect/ and th^ 
brought him, with more gentle usage, where the 
thickly-woven oHve and acanthus made a shadow 
from the sun, and gave him water to slake liis 
burning throat, and drew the linen folds of his dress 
over his wounded chest with i\liat was, for them, 
almost tenderness/ To her they had no such pity ; 
they knew lier a icvolutioiii.st, a rebel, an infidel, as 
{hey were told, a woman of evil, murderous, and 
fearful sorcery, who could revenge with the "evil 
eye" aQ those who incensed her by resisting her 
seductions; they hated her with a great sullen 
hate, the stronger, because it was the barbarous 
hatred that is bom of fear. But for their com- 

9 

mander they would have shot her ^down with a 

volley from their carbines, that the fatal regard 
might gaze on them no more with the glance 
that they believed could wither them like a sor- 
ceress' incantations. They bound her arms behind 
her with ruthless severity, till her fair skin was 
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lacerated and bruised; then they forced her down 
on to the yellow grasses that grew lank and long 
among the fallen temple-stones, and passed the ropes 
that bound her round a block of travestine. fVom 
the moment that she had asked for his deliverance, 
she had never epoken. 

He was so near her that, stretching her hand out 
bad she been free, she could have touched him where 
they had laid him down. His pain-racked limbs 
were stiff and motionless ; be could not have stizred 
one step to save liis life ; his frame was racked with 
cramp, and the virus from the insects' teeth seemed 
to eat like vitriol into his flesh ; his face was buried 
in the grasses as his forehead rested on his arm; be 
could not bear to look upon her ; he could not bear 
to feel her gaze was on him. To the watching eyes 
of the soldiers about them, to the certainty of cap- 
tivity, or worse, that waited them^ tkey were both 
unconscious ; all that either knew was that presence 
of the other, which surpassed agiy martyrdom to 
which military and priestly power could ever bring 
them. 

There was silence for some time snmnd; the 
chief of the scanty troop had sent northward 
for orders. He was uncertain what to do, and 
whither to take them. In a thing of so much 

X 2 
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moment he feared to move rashly or wrongly ; the 
people were inflamedi moreoYer ; the times were rife 
with unrest and sedition, the mouths of the populace 
were whispering tales that made the national blood 
bum hot against liie Bourbon ; he feared a riot — 
even it might be a rescae— if he bore this woman, 
'to whom his superstition gave such spells, and to 
whom the revolutionists gave such homage^ in the 
,full noonday captive towards Naples. 

Where they had fastened her she sat with her head 
bowed down, and her eyes, that burned like fire under 
their swollen aching lids, fastened cm him where 
he lay. He had lost all actual knowledge that she 
was near, in the exhaustion that had succeeded to 
the long strain on every nerve and fibre. Deiiiious 
teeming fancies swam before his brain even in that 
lethargy of worn-out powers; in them he had no 
sense of the leality of her presence beside him ; but 
in visions he believed he beheld her, the priestess of 
passion and pain, the goddess of darkness and of the 
spells of the senses, whom no man shall worship 
and live. 

The messenger returned. The answering com- 
mand was whispered by him to his officer. There 
was noise and movement and haste and delay aroand 
them under the shadow of the aged silvered olive- 
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trees. Neither knew nor heeded it. Fate had 
wrought its worst on theuL 

The soldiers brought a long low waggon, taken 
from a homestead some way in the interior, oxen* 
drawn, and commonly used to bear the load of 
millet-sheaves at harvest, or the piles of purple fruit 
at vintage tima They half-dragged, half*lifl;ed him 
upon the straw within it^ and motioned her to a 
place beside him. She stooped over him where he 
lay, half-senseless. 

" O Heaven ! how you suffer ! ** 

The daikness of his eyes, humid and lustreless, 
gleamed on her a moment under his half-closed lids ; 
he turned with restless fever on the straw. 

'* Tou think this pains ? 
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The oxen toiled iaboiiuusly oa tlieir wearisome 
way ; the waggon jolted on its laige unpainted 
wheels ; the soldiers marched on either side, and iu 
the van and rear: the tawny leathern covering 
flapped idly to and fro, whilst about it clung a faint 
sweet fragrance from grass crops and vine-loads 
carried through many changing seasons of tiie 
earth. 

Where they went slio had no knowledge; they 
had bound her eyes; that the noon in time passed 
and the cooler day followed .she could tell by some 
diminution in the intensity of beat^ and by the 
tender music of birds' throats that every now and 
then broke out from myrtle thickets and lemon* 
gardens that they wended their way through as the 
hours advanced. The measured march of the men» 
and of the heavy tread of the cattle^ at intervals 
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paused ; then she heard the muttering of voices^ 
&nd some change in their guards' position loimd 
the waggon, as though uneasme^ss or insecurity was 
prevalent amongst the scanty troop. Time seemed 
endless ; but she knew that she might easily err in 
its reckoning, for the oxen moved with great tardi- 
nesS) and neither man nor beast could press on with 
any swiftness tiU the sun had sunk lower. At her 
feet Erceldoune lay motionless; she could not see 
or touch him, she could only listen for each sigh 
of the painful breath he drew through his aching 
chest. A feverish lethargy held him insensible. 
They had screened him irom the heat with some 
broken boughs;— the soldiers compassionated him 
as the prey of the evil eye." At times, from the 
weakness that had followed on the ordeal he had 
endured, his breathing and the pulsations of his 
heart were so low, that neither could be detected 
by her eager ear; she could not tell whether life 
had ceased ur not, and her own heai't stood still 
with a fear that no jeopardy of her own life had 
ever roused in 'her. And yet — what would exist- 
ence, if it lingered in him, be to him! Only an 
existence dragged out at the galley-OcU amidst the, 
companionship of felona Or, — even if 'his eonntij 
and his friends gained freedom for him, — only one 
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unending misery through his memory, through his 
loss of her. 

Through the darkness and the stiUness round her 
ihe sounds of the declixiii^ day« that was still bright 
upon the world, came with strange distinctness. The 
BOng of a child's voice on the air ; the noise of a 
water-wheel in a stream; the slow dromug notes 
of monaslic bells; the laughter of vinedressers 
among the budding vines ; the mournful chaunt of 
a requiem as a village funeral passed with the 
cruci&x borne aloft ; a thousand murmurs of sweet 
sunlit idyllic life, came on the stillness with .a jairing 
cruelty through the ceaseless tread of the soldiers* 
feet, and the slow creaking of the reluctant wheels. 

At length they paused and bade her descend. She 
drew back : " Where he goes, I go ! " 

She spoke, not with the supplication of a woman 
who loved to rest near what she loved, but rather 
with the entreaty of remorse to share the victim's 
fate, with the demand of a leader to endure whatever 
fell to the lot of one who too loyally obeyed such 
leadership. The soldier laughed noisily : 

" Oh, yes I you shall have your lover^ 'Uustrissinia. 
Coiue i — or it will be worse for him." 

She obeyed, obliged to be content with such a 
promise, lest the> threat agaiubt him should be borne 
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oat. Her eyes were still bound from the light She 
heard them lift him down from his bed of straw. 
She thought they bore 'him after her, as heavy steps 
followed iu her rear ; and a heavy hand thrust her 
forward down long stone passage-ways. Where they 
had brought her was a large granary, or group of 
store-houses, very lonely, and built strongly in early 
days, when the ungathered gram, had to be not 
seldom defended with a fierce struggle from the 
raids of foreign bands that fought their quari els out 
upon Italian soil The building was two-storied, and 
the vast bam-like chambers were of stone, with 
slender windows barred with rusty iron, and with 
a faint dreamy odour in them from sheaves of 
millet stored there, and from a quantity of the 
boughs of the sweet myrtle, which had been cut 
away to lay dear the stems of olives to the air. 

Tiiey undid the cord that bound her hands, and 
left her as they closed the door, and drew the bolts 
without. 

She tore down the bandage that covered her eyes, 

and saw that they had played her false. In the 
darkened room she stood alon& 

For many hours afterwards time was a blank to 
her. 

Whether sleep succeeded to the exhaustion, the 
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endnianoe, and the sLeepless toil of the past days 

and nigiits, or whether she agoia lost consciousness, 
and lay as ia a trance^ she never knew. The irre- 
sistible reaction that follows on over-wrought excita- 
tion came on her. The worn-out limbs and the 
strained nerves succumbed to it, and it stole upward 
at length to the brain, and deadened it to all 
sentient life, to all remembrance, to all thought 

When she awakened, she was lying, thrown for- 
ward on the heap of djring myrtle. ALL was in- 
tensely still; through the slit of the casement the* 
midnight stars were shining, and the hooting- of an 
owl came wailingly on the stillness 

Her ill ft t memory was of him. Her first action- 
was to arise and look out on the night A beautiful 
country lay in the pallor of the young moon*s rays ; 
she knew the landscape well ; it was but few leagaes 
from Kaples. Below, under some great trees of 
diye and of lemon, two sentinels were pacing with 
their carbines slanted ; except for their measured 
tread there was no sound. The place was lonely and 

deserted j tiie out-building ainuDg maze-fields and 
olive-slopes of a farm beloi^;mg to the Crown. She 
looked ; then went back to the couch of ^withering 
myrtle, and sought to make her thoughts grow clear ; 
and the manifold hazards and remembrances of .her 
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past become of ubo in her extremity. But the task 

was beyond her strength. She was fasting — she 
was devoured with thirst; she was conquered by 
physical fatigue ; she could see, hear, remumbcr, 
nothing but the £aoe of the man who had been will- 
ing to perish for her sake^ — the galiaut beauty bound 
to the stone-8haft> mutilated, bruised, agonised, — ^the 

• 

voice which yet gave her no reproach more bitter than 
that one rebuke, Why have you so much mercy on my 
body She loved him with the voluptuous warmth 
of southern passion ; but she loved him also with ihat 
power of self-negation which would have made her 
accept any doom for herself, could she thereby have 
released him to freedom and to peace. Her pride of 
nature, her imperial ambitions, her habit of domi- 
nion, and her desire of homage, had given her long a 
superb egotism, even whilst she had been ever will- 
ing to lose all she owned for the furtherance of lofty 
aims. But now all heed of herself was killed in her ; 
on her own fate she never cast a thought of pity. 
She had played a great game, won many casts in it, 
and lost the last That was but the see-saw of life. 
JBut he — for his loyalty he perished; for his nobihty 
he suffered as felons suffer ; by the very greatness of 
his £aith he was betrayed ; by the very purity of his 
sacrifice he was lost for ever ! 

r 
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Time crept darkly on. The odour of the myrtles 

was like the mournful fragrance from £owers strewn 
upon a coffin. From below, the monotonous sound 
of the slow regular steps sounded faintly; in the 
gloom bats flew to and fro, and an owl, who had her 
nest among the rafters, flitted in and out through 
the bars of the unglazed casement, seeking and 
bringing food for her callow brood. The silence was 
unbroken; the darkness flUed with a stealing, 
sickening sense of unseen life, as rat and lizard 
darted over the stones, and the downy wings of the 
night-birds brushed the air ; she felt as though 
she should lose reason itself in that horrible stillness, 
that fettered misery, that impotent inaction. 

Amidst all, there came on her a strange dreamy 
wonder how the life of the world was passing. For 
twelve days she had been as dead as though she had 
lain in her tomb. When they had seized her at 
Antina> the time had been pregnant of great things ; 
whether they had been brought forth or strangled in 
their birth she could not telL All that had been 
done amongst men was a blank to her. 

Then all such memories drifted far from her 
again. One remembrance alone remained — ^that of 
the man who suffered his martyrdom for her rather 

« 

than render up to justice one by whom he believed 
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himself betrayed more foully thm the sleepiog 
Sisera slain under the sanctity of the roof-tree. She 
knew it might well be that never again would they 
look upon each othei^s face ; that they might drag 
their lives on asunder, chained apart at the labour 
of felons, with eternal silence betwixt them, and 
knowing not even when each other's lives should- 
cease. 

It is a horrible knowledge — that one living, yet 
will be for ever as the dead. 

Fear had never touched her ; yet now a super- 
natural terror seemed to glide into her veins. The 
black shades of the stealing lizards, and the cold 
touch of the bat's wing as it passed* grew unbear* 
able ; the darkness seeiiied drawing in on her closer 
and closer; the eyes of the night-birds glowed like 
flame through the gloom ; she uttered a bitter cry, 
and threw herself against .the hm, and shook them 
with aU the force of despair. " Let me see him 
onoe, that he may know!" she cried out to the 
peace of the night. " Oh God ! that he may know 1 

The ciy, though not the words, was heard. 

The door was unbolted, and opened. The light of 
a lamp feU on the flocnr. The CaUbriaa entered. 

"So! what is it, Miladi ?" 

He came, careless and ready for a braggart's 
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inaolence. She tamed her eyes on him^ and the look 

smote him speechless. • 
^ You pkyed me false/' she said to hun. ** Where 

is he?" 

He stammered^ then was silent She dazzled and 

affrighted him, as her sudden apparition had done in 
the blaze of the noonday. He thought coarse and 
evil things against her; he had heard them said, 
and deemed them true ; but in her presence, eren to 
think them seemed a sacniege. 

*' Where is he t" she repeated. Answer me.'* 
''He is near you." He spoke at raudom; with 
the flidker of the lamp on the scarlet of Her dress, 
and the gleam of her loose-hanging hair, her beauty 
looked to him unearthly. 
"In this building?" 

''Tes. You are both-^kept here because— until 

■ ■ * * He stopped confusedly, and bent above the 
-wick of the lamp, as though it needed trimming. 

Until what V 
. ** Until the king's pleasure," he replied, sullenly. 

She came closer to him. 

" You are a (soldier ?** she asked 

"Yes." 

"Well then, Liave men are commonly pitiful. 
IiQt me see him for one hour to-night." 
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He would have laughed out a coarse jest; but as 

he met her look he dared not. 
" Impossible I" he answered^ curtly. No prisouets 

must commune with each other." 

I know — ^Iknowr' she interrapted Mm. *'But 

gold keys unlock all bariiers ? I am ricii. Name 

your'price. You shall have it if you can give me 

one hour with him." 

♦ 

Impossible he nmttered once moie.! 

"No: possible — i£ you will do it What can it 
harm you ? You have both under lock and waid. 
All I ask is a little speech with him. See — told 
you I had wronged him deeply. Oan you not think 
I want his pardon V* 

The humility of the words coming from lips so 
proud> and bending a spirit so indomitable^ touched 
the soldier, who, under a rough rindi had a certain 
latent kindliness. 

"Nay; I would do it for you if I could out of 
charity/' he made answer. But it is not in my 
power, I tell you." 

''It is in your power, if it be in your will An 
hour — a half-hour — but a few moments— and you 
shall have.a thousand — five thousand ducats 1" 

He looked at her stupefied j he was avaricious, 
like most Italians. 
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** How can you get them ? They will have con- 
fiscated all you have !** 

" In Italy — ^yes. But that was little. My wealth 
lies elsewhere. I will write 3roa an order on Pari% 
that will give you the aum down in gold." 

"You speak truth r 

''Did you ever hear that I spoke any other 

thing?" 

He laughed £asta» never. They all say that 

you lasli king and priest with your tongue 1 Well ; 
I willisee what I can do." 

He left her ; barring her in. She waited in an 
anguish of dread. She had spoken cabnly and 
briefly to him ; but alone, the great veins stood out 
on her forehead, and her limbs shook with the 
passion of hope and fear. She would have laid her 
head down on a scafiEbid with the breaking of dawn 
if to-night she could thereby have purchased the 
power to say but a single word to the man who 
believed her his traiti-ess. 

Be&re long the Calabiian returned; he had 
nothing of the soit grace common to his country- 
men ; but he had a rough good &ith» which, blent 
with his liking of gold, served her better. He held 
her an inkhom and a slip of paper. 

"It was a miracle to get these; I sent to the 
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osteria for them. Write, and you shall see this 
stricken lion of yours ; sure you have wounded him 
8onieway worse than ever we did." 

She laid the paper on the stone window-sill, and 
wrote ail order for the payment, in Paris, of ten 
thousand francs in her name to hi& He read 
it with the hesitation of a bad scholar by the feeble 
oil light; then a laugh spread itself over all his 
features. 

i " So I I have a brother, a singer, in Paris who will 
serve for this work. It were as much as my life, 
Miladi, were worth for your name and mine to .be 
seen together. Come ! you shall go to your com- 
rade ; but, of a surety^ rich lips like yours might 
add one another payment ?** 

The indignant blood flushed her fiace; but she 
restrained the haughty impulse that moved her. 

"Brave men do not insult captives who cannot 
resent," she said, briefly. ** I have fulfilled my bond. 
Fulfil yours." 

He hung his head ashamed, and motioned her to 
pass out before him. There was a short broad stone 
passage, with a door at the further end — the great 
bam-boor of another stone chamber. He drew the 
bars aside, and pushed it open, setting his lamp 
down within the entrance. " You shall be alone an 

▼OL. III. T 
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iKmr,** he said, as he closed the door afresh^ and the 

bolts rolled back into their places. 
The oil-fed wick shed but a narrow circle of light 

beneath it; it did nothing to illumine the impe- 
netrable darkness that lay beyond in the central 
and distant parts of the room ; there was no more 
sound here tlum in her own prison-place, the same 
flitting of grey downy wings, the same gliding 
murmur of hidden night-awakened insect life. She 
thought that again the Italian had betrayed her j 
that she was still in soUtude. 

But though her eyes could not pierce that dense 
waU of unlightened shadow that fronted her, such 
light as came from the lamp — for here the moon did 
not shine^was cast full about her, and on the 
dusky scarlet cloud of her draperies. And on the 
silence a cry rang that startled all the night- 
birds in their restless flight, circling beneath the 
rafters. tJnseen himself, he saw her, and deemed it 
a vision of the bitter dreams that swam, as shadows 
seem to swim on waters, through his aching 
brain. 

He rose slowly from the straw in which he lay, 

reeling to and fro in his weakness, and came out 
from the gloom, and faced her — silent 

She looked at him a moment, then fell at his feet 
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as she l^ad fallen when lie had been bound beneath 
his scouigers. 

He did not move^ nor touch her j his eyes were 
fitstened senselessly upon her ; he shivered as though 
hot iron seared him. " Can you not leave me in 
peace to suffer?" he muttered. ''Off'*off— off! 
What / loved is dead! Ay — you tempt me — ^you 
bring me her beauty — you would give me her kisses, 
her passion, her sweetness, her shame. I will not — ^ 
I will not I What I loved is dead. I am faithful/' 

All through the hours of the night, dreams of her 
had mocked, and pursued, and tortured, and assailed 
him ; he was drunk as with the fumes of wine with 
the burning' of the love that still lived ; his mind, 
weakened and deliriou8,^had only been conscious of 
phantoms that seemed to throng on Lim, tempting 
him in a thousand shapes, binding him down the 
slave of his senses, forcing on him joys torn out 
from the hell of guilt "What matter what you be — 
what matter what death come by you, so you are 
mine ? " The old, old subtlely that has tempted all 
men from the first hour that they fell by woman, 
bad besieged bim tbiougb all the lonely watches of 
the night. Now he knew not her living presence 
from the visions of bia temptress. 

In horror she knelt before him. 

Y 2 
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" Hush ! hush ! Ah ! for Heaven's sake, believe 
my love at leasts though it bas cursed you ! " 

He thrust her from him, with the senseless blaze 
still in his eyes. 

'* Love ! Ay, shared with a score. Love that is 
poison ai^d infamy; love in my arms to-night» in 
anothei's to-morrow! Oh, I know, I know, — ^it is 
sweety and cruel, and rich, and men fall by it and 
perish through it. But to mtf it were worse than 
nought Can you not tell how I loved her ^ " 

The words which had been at first raving and 
violent sank at last into an rnhnite weariness and 
patboa Tears rained down her face as she heard 
them ; never had she honoured him as she honoured 
him now, when he refused subjection to a vile pas- 
sion, and held her dead to him because he held her 
base with the baseness of deliberate and self-chosen 
vice. 

I can tell I '* she murmured. ^* You love as she 
merits not, nor any woman. Yet, love further still, 
and, if you can, forgive ! " 

He started as the voice thrilled through him, and 
roused his consdousness of some actuid life near 
him. 

" Forgive ? forgive ? ** he answered her. ** Do yoa 
not know that what men have to pray for, before 
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woaien like you> is to have the power to hcUet 
Forgive? That were sweet as the touch of your 
kisses ! It is to shun, to abhor, to resist you, that 
strength is nee<ied ! " 

He was not wholly conscious of her presence ; the 
sense that whilst she had betrayed she yet had 
borne him a cruel, worthless, sensual passion had 
been forced on him even whilst he had found her 
sheltering his foe, had been borne out by her own 
words, even by her outbreak of remorse, as she had 
pleaded for his life on the seashore; that sense 
remained with him, and against the weakness in 
him that made such a love even as this look price- 
less, strove that nobler instinct which had governed 
him when he had said to her, " love that is faithless 
and guilty, — ^what is that to me 1 " 

He had thought that, for her sake, he should 
shrink from no crime, that for the guerdon of her 
beauty there would be no guilt before which he 
would pause; but even now, in the semi-insanity 
brought on him by the torment through which he 
had passed, he was truer to himself than this, and 
the caress of a wanton could never have replaced to 
faim the loss of the *' one loyalty, one faith " of his 
life. He would have defended her and cleaved to 
her in her extremity ; and endured in her stead for 
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sake of the imperishable fidelity he bad sworn \» ' 
her; but it would have been only when the last 
thing was done and the last sacrifice rendered, to 
hare put her from bim for eTermore, and nevec to 
have looked upuu licr face again. 

She lay at his feet, and heard him thus abjon 
her power; thus entreat lor force to be blind and 
dead to the allurement of what he deemed the 
vuiuptuoiis visions of his cheated passion ; auci she 
honoured him as never she had honoured any liviBg 
man; honoured the slave, wliu, because his slavery 
was shame, broke from it, and became her king hy 
virtue of the very majesty of that rebellion. Snakes 
had mtwled and beasts had crouched in humsn 
likeness many a time before her; this man alone 
stood before} her undebased, having rent the withies 
of base desire, havmg cleaved to the liberty of an 
unstained honour. 

And her heart went out to him in supplication, 
remembering alone the wretchedness that through 
her had fallen on him* 

"My God, yes! I have brought you only evil 
But hear me once before we part for ever. Hear me 
but once, — you perish by me, but I have no guilt 

lie breathed loud and liard; Lis eyes stared on 
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her in the dusky light ; he took but one sense from 
her woids-^that the infidelity of hex life had been 
against others; that though she had hed to him 
and beguiled him and forsaken him, against his 
rival she had done deeper sin than against him- 
self. 

''Tou love me?" he muttered^ as he strove to 
thrast her back. ** Be silent> then — Oo, go, go ! I 
have no strength^ — if once I pardon, never shall I 
resist you ! " 

Pardon! Its softened mercy took the shape of 
deadliest temptation. It looked sweet as life to 
forgive ; — ^to foigive^ and steep all wrong, all pain> 

all hate in one divine oblivion ; to forgive, and heed 
not the pollution of the sovl, so only the grace and 
gi^aciousness uf mortal form were his ; to forgive, 
and call sin grace, shame honom:, and treachery 

truth, if so alone the heaven he had lost were 
hi& 

She rose up, and f^icccl him, silently awhile ; the 
great slow tears swam before her sight ; her tongue 
was stricken of its fluency ; she knew that for her, 
through her, by her, this man was condemned to a 
living death ; yet that it was not his lost life but her 
lost purity which was his despair now. 

Then she went to him ere he could repulse her. 
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and laid her hands upon his breast, and looked full 

up ward to liis eyes: and her voice was low, aud had 
a strange sweetness in it 

**\Vhen to-niiiht is over we shall never meet 
again. The truth may be told now. I have never 
betrayed you. ' 

A marvellous change passed over his face; the 
suflferiiig and the darkness, and the haggard desola- 
tion on it, were suddenly crossed ,as with a golden 
dash of light. He answered her nothing; but his 
gaze strained down into hers as though it read her 
soul. 

Her hands still leant upon his breast, her eyes 
stiU were lifted up to his, her voice had still that 
sweetness which was so calm as with the calmness 
of those from whom all hope has passed, and yet 
had a yearning piteous passion in it that no words 
could give. 

*' We may speak now as the dying do — you and 
I — ^we die to-night. To-morrow the living world will 
have no place for us save a prison and a grave. 
You perish through me ; I have killed you ! Tour 
murderess— yes ; but never your traitress." 

He trembled through all his limbs under her 
touch and her words ; the breath of her lips seemed 
to toes his life to and fro as the winds play with 
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reeds. His brain reeled. They had said that her 
voice could steal reason itself from those whom it 
tempted ; they had said that her lie brought a 
thousand times subtler charm of conviction than the 
' truth of other women ever bare in it; at dawn she 
liad abased herbtilf in guilt before him, now, aL mid- 
night, she swore to him that no treachery to him 
was on licr. 

"Not mine! " he echoed. "When my foe is your 
paramour, my assassin your care ! Silence ! silence 1 
They say that you tempt men till they lose ail 
likeness of themselves — all power to see you as you 
are ; but you died to rm for ever when you owned 
yourseli disiionoured ! ** 

" Wait I At dawn you gave me your pity ! " 

"Pity — pity — ^pity 1 God 1 you know what a man's 
passion is ! Can it yield that cold, merciful, sinless 
thing when it consumes itself in hell-fire ? Pity I — 
what pity had you 1 " 

It was the sole reproach he had cast at her. 

"Ah ! hear me, only hear me ! To y<m I had no 
sin I 

He gave but one meaning to her. answer ; a bitter 
moan broke from him ; for an instant his arms 

touched her to draw her once more to his embrace, 
then they fell as though nerveless and useless. 
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*' Then — you had sin to another. I have not the 
Strength I thought ; I cannot pardon to the utter* 
most. I would not forsake you ; I would not harm 
you. Yengeanoe 1 What would that give back to 
me ? But the woman / loved is dead, I say ; do 
not bring me in mockery of her,»a oourtezaa*' 

The words were incoherent and faint; but they 
had an exceeding pathos ; the longings aching melan- 
choly of a life henceforth without one hope. Her 
Teiy heart seemed to break as she heard them, as 
they strove after justice and tenderness to her, even 
amidst the havoc of his shattered faith^ his unutter- 
able desolation. 

" Listen ; " she answered him, passionately. " I 
bring you a woman who sinned, if ambition were 
sin ; if too little mercy were sin ; if imperious pride 
and cruel victory were sin ; if evil fello^hip and 
enforced suJOTerauce of alien crime were sin ; but of 
all other I am innocent.'^ 

His hands fell heavily on her shoulders, in 
the dim light that flickered on the paleness of 
her face^ his own was wholly in darkness; but 
through the gloom his eyes burned down upon 
hers with the glow of wildly- wakening hope 
straining through the belief— by her own lips— of 
her guilt 
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" iunucent ! When you are his mktrcss 1" 
I am not his — nor any manV 

*' Ah> God ! Take care how you betray me afresh. 
X am mad, I think, to-night I " 

"I do not betray you. I have never betrayed. 
I left you to believe me dishonoured, lest worse 
should come unto you." 

*'What! when you harboured him, forsook me 
for him, of your own confession loved bim !" 

" I spared him for my truth's sake, I forsook you 
for your life's sake. I loved him in childhood — yes. 
Then only." 

In childhood ! What are you to him f 

" Wait — wait I It sickens me to tell I Out of 
the greatness of your own heart you judged my life 
— you judged it rightly 

"What are you to him?'* 

" To my eternal shame — ^his daughter 1 " 

Her head was sunk down on the stone floor of the 
prison-chamber as the words left her, slowly, un- 
willingly, as though her existence itself were torn 
and dragged out with them ; to the woman who had 
the pride of an imperial blood, witb all the superb 
insolence of beauty, genius, and power, without 
their peer, it was humiliation, as deep as to lay 
bare a felon s brand, to own her kinship with crime 
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and with cowardice, to yield up the secret disgrace 
of her uaighty race. 

He, — dead to all else— heard but [the answer 
that gave her back to him ; doubted not^ questioned 
not, paused not for proof or for dread, but with a 
great cry — ^the cry of a heart that was breaking with 
rapture — stretched out his lacerated arms, and drew 
her up to his embrace* and crushed her close against 
his bruised and aching breast. 

" God forgive me that ever I believed even your 
own Yoice against you 1 God forgive me that I 
wronged you I " 

His words runjir clear and loud, and sweet as 
clarion's ring in his unutterable joy. Then his head 
sank, his wounded limbs failed him, ecstacy van- 
quished his strength as never wretchedness had 
done ; for the first time in all his years of manhood 
he bowed himself down and wept as women weep, 
with the agony of passion* with the abandonment of 
childhood. 

«««#.««« 

Not until long after were other words uttered 
between them. The first that were spoken were 
hers, while the pulse of her heart beat on his* and 
the low flame of the lamp sunk out slowly. 

" What use ! what use that ^ou know the truth ! " 
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she moaned. *'You have been martyred for me. 
Througli me you will perish ! " 

He smiled^ as men smile in some sweet {anay of 
dreaming sleep. 

Though I may die with the dawn, I can thank 
God now I have lived." 

" Lived to be cursed by me I" 
Lived to be loved by you it is enough." 

** Loved by a love that destroys you ! Can you 
ever forgive ? " 

" Forgive 1 What is left to forgive, since you are 
mine ? " 

" Yours— for your ruin, your torture, your slaugh- 
ter ? These are the love-gifts I bring you ! ** 

Think not of them { lift your lips to mine, and 
they are forgotten ! ' * 

His thoughts held no other thing, his consciousness 
grasped no other reality, than this one living price- 
less surety of her, that came home to his hearty 
beyond doubt, beyond suspicion, with all the divine 
force of a resistless truth. Memories of evil and of 
crime floated, shapeless, amidst the sudden glory that 
seemed to fill the gloom of his midnight prison with 
the glow of a southern dawn : he let them pass^ — ^he 
could not hold them. She unloosed herself from his 
arms, and knelt once more beside him, so that^ in 
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the dim shadowy rays of the lamp he could only see 
the palenefis of her upturned brow. She lodged to 
be sheltered even from his sight, in that hour. She 
had no fear but that the greatness of his nature 
would reach to mercy and to pardon. She knew 
that justice to the uttermost, and an inhuite tender- 
ness, would ever be hers at his hands. But none the 
less she knew that through her he would perish ; 
and none the less were the shame that she must 
reveal against her race, the taint of cowardly crime 
that must rest on her by implication, the degradation 
of her name that she must lay bare before him, 
bitter beyond all bitterness to the pride that was 
bom at once of royalty and freedom, to the courage 
that would have faced a thousand deaths rather than 
have bent down to one act of baseness. 

** Forgotten I " she echoed, where she bowed her* 
self at his feet. You are wronged so deeply, that 
no love but yours could ever outlive such wrong. 
Listen 1 X have spoken but truth to you. I have 
striven to save you with all the might that was 
in me. I have never been false to you by 
deed, or word, or tliouglit. But— all the same 
— your life is lost through me; and in me 
you see the daughter of your vilest foe, of the 
man who shot you down with a brigand s murder 
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and a coward s secieej. Yes 1 I ! — 1 1 — I ! — who 
believed no empress never had wider reign, -who 
have treated men as dogs beneath my feet, wlio 
have told you the legends that gave me heroes' and 
sovereigns' blood in my veins ; I have greater shame 
upon me than the poorest serf that ever crawled to 
take bread at my gates. I am the associate and t&e 
accomplice of an assassin. I am the daughter of 
Conrad Phaulcon." 

He heard; and the words carried their way to 
his mind, that had been delirious with the weight, 
and now was giddy with the release, of pain. He 
heard ; and the violence of the hatred he had home 
this man shook him afresh, as tempests shake strong 
trees. He breathed slowly and heavily. With the 
rich liberty of his arisen joy came a deadly and 
heartsick] oppresnon ; with the sweet daylight of his 
renewed iaith came the poison-mists of a dead crime, 
** My God I — ^how you must have suffered I** 
The suffering that such a tie as this had cost her 
was his first thought, before all other. 

" You think of me, and for me still — still I " 
"When I shall have ceased to think of you, I shaU 
have ceased to live." 

Burning tears fell from her eyes upon his hands. 
She would not let him raise her nearer him, but 
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knelt there, where the faint and gold-hued light of 
the dying lamp strayed^soiUy to her, and fell upon 
he I head like a halo of martyrdom in the pictures 
of old nukstem He stooped to her. 



"Not yours; you had no share in it, or yoa would 
not kneel there to-night." 

" Yes, mine ; for the shame of one man is the 
flhame of his race, and the evil that is shielded ia 
shareA** 

She felt him shudder for one moment from her. 
" Stay ! You were never leagued with that 
in&my?'* 

Against your life ? No. I suspected — feared 
— ^bnt they dreaded me, and hid it from me. Once 
I hrought it against him, and he swore by the 
memory of my mother that he was innocent. This 
one oath he had used to hold sacred. By it he 
duped me — that once." 

A hate, unforgiving and deadly, ran through the 
thrill of the words. In the sight of her fearless 
eyed the one unpardonable guilt was the dastardly 
guilt of a lie. 

** Tell you all ? " she pursued, while her yoiee roae 
swifter, and gathered the fluent elo(j[uence which 



Tell me all." 



''All my shame! 
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was natural to her as its warmth to the sun. ''In 
years I oould not ! TeU the torture of that com- 
panionship I have endured so long 1 Ah I you must 
paint it to yourself; no words of mine could give it. 
Look ! I am brave, I was bom linked with a 
coward ; I am proud, I have been bound to a man 
who never knew what it was to wince under ijbe 
lash of dishonour ; I am ambitious, and I have been 
leashed with an adventurer whom the whole con- 
tinent brands as a knave ; I have loved truth and 
the people's rights — ^it is all that has redeemed me— 
and 1 have been fastened hand and foot to the base- 
neas of intrigue, the venality of mock patriotism, the 
criminal craft of secret societies. Look ! That man 
could hear what you called me and deemed me a 
few hours ago ; and he could hold his peace, and 
laugh, and never breathe one word, or strike one 
blow, to defend my honour, to redeem my name. 
That will tell you what his life has been." 
A bitter curse moved his lips as he heard. 
'^Why did you stay me when my band was on 
his throat?" 

Could his guilt annul his tie to me ? By that 
one bond he has claimed his inmiunity, and enforced 
my forbearance, through all the evil of his years.'' 

Yet, — why not have told me ? " 

YOU m. z 
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"Because I was bound to Kilence by my oath. 
liOok t I told yau how my early life waB spent, but 
I could not tell you the influence Conrad Phaulcun 
iiad on it My mother died whilst I was in infimcy. 
She was the love of his youth, and she liad passed 
away from him ere she had worn that love out. 
There are green places which never wither in the 
hearts that are searest: such was her memiMy to 
him. But lier lace he hated with a itjckiess hatred ; 
he had looked to share their dominion when he 
wedded her , but there was feud between him and 
Julian. And Julian read him aright^ and held him 
in distrust, and none of their wealth came to him, 
and he hated their greatness with a bitter envy* I 
have heard hiui cuisu my face because it wab hke the 
Byzantine line ; yet, on the whole, he loved, and was 
gentle to me. And I — I thought him a god, a hero, 
a patriot lie was a communist, an agitator, an 
adventurer; but I knew none of those names. I 
thought mankind was divided into the oppressors 
and the oppressed, into the hatex's and the lovers of 
hberly, and I revered him as a Gracchus^ a Dnisus, 
an Aristogiton, stoned by the nation's ingratitude ! 
Once he was proscribed, and I knew where he lay 
hid, though I was but a few summers old, and 
they took and starved me to make me speak. 
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Because the food would not tempt me, they tried 
Uowb; and when I still kept silent, ihey wondered, 
Aud at last let me go, because one of their patriarchs 
TeptGved them, saying I was more faithM to man 
than they were to God/' 

. ''And he knew that you— his young ehild— 
suffered that for him 1 " 

Surely he knew it, later, in Athens." 

. " And it liEuled to make you sacred in his sight ? " 

*^Nay, it only showed him that I was perhaps of 
the steel that would furnish him forth a choioe 
weapon! I was proud to suffer for him ; I adored 
him; and chiefly of all because I. believed him 
sworn to the people's good, and a martyr for the 
sake of freedom. Whilst I was still so young those 
things were still so close at my heart I And he 
loved me in answer then, though I saw him seldom^ 
and might have lived on charity but for Julian 
Yassalis ; — ^then and until the time came when, there^ 
being no male of the great ByzauLme race left, I 
succeeded to the whole of its splendour, and by the 
will of the dead chief, bore its name. From that, 
moment the hate his foiled ambition and his cheated 
avarice bore against the Yassalis line, blent against 
me with the old tenderness that he bore me, and 

from that moment he saw in me only — his prey " 

s 2 



Digitized by Google 



340 



mALIA. 



She felt his hands clench; she heard his breath 
catch on passionate words of imprecation. 

** Ah, peace, peace 1 " she nmrmured to him. 
''Aid me rather to forgive^if I can. My own 
wrongs I might, but yours " 

^ Nay, mine are but of the hour, yours are lifelong. 
Tell me all— alL" 

** I could not if I spoke for years 1 A brave nature 
bound to a coward, a proud one leashed with dis- 
honour — ^that is an agony that lies beyond wordjs. 
When he saw me thus, so young, given this wealth 
and this power he had so vainly desired, & desire 
of vengeance entered him against me ; and also, 
with the craft of his school, he saw in me a fitting 
instrument for his many schemes ! Well he knew 
his sway over me; Julian dead, there remained 
none to counteract it. A revolutionist ere I could 
reason, and ambitious with an ambition fax out* 
leaping all the goals of the modem world, a child 
still in my ignorance of actual tilings and my belief 
in the omnipotence of truth, yet already mistress of 
what seemed to me the magnificence and the domi- 
nion of a Cleopatra^ I came to his snare as a bird to 
the fowler's. I would have gone to martyrdom to 
have liberated the nations; I would have sold my 
soul to have reached the sovereignty of a Semiramis, 
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By these twain^my strength and my weakness — ^he 

ruled me. And tliiough them, in all that glorious 
faith of my youth, he bound me by oath to bimjself 
and his cause. That oatli I have never broken.** 

There was silence for many moments. Then she 
spoke again, while the dying lamp sunk lower and 
lower, and the halo ceased to fall upon her brow. 

"Many besides me, unseen of men, wear those 
secret fetters of political vows, sworn in, the rashness 
of their youth and faith to what they believed the 
cause of freedom — to what too late they know an 
inexorable and extortionate tyranny that through idl 
their after-lives will never spare. While I thought 
myself an empress they were fastened round me, and 
made me a slave. Ah ! I cannot travel back over 
that waste of years! It is enough that I swore 
fealty to his cause and obedience to his order — that 
I swore, moreover, adhesion with him in all things, 
and secrecy upon the tie he bore me. This last 
thing I promised because he willed it — it was easy 
to maintain. His marriage had long been concealed 
from fear of the Vassalis' wrath ; and when the 
world knew me, I bore another title than his. Too 
late I learned what this fatal exaction cost me. Had 
I been known as his daughter, the evil notoriety he 
had gained would have sufficed to blemish my own 
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repute* As it was> I might as ivell have come forth 
from a lazar-hoose or a felon's cell. None knew his 
tie to me^ except, of late years^ the traitor who 
taught you to see in him my lover, my acc<jmplice, 
Tnie^ my riches^ my youth, my ancient name, my 
brilliancy and extravagance of life — other gifts that 
men saw in me— «11 brought me celebrity, notoriety, 
triumphs, such as they were. But from the first to 
the last— companioned by him — they were darkened 
by slander and falsehood. And he — ^ah ! you may well 
ask if a man's heart ever beat, if a man's blood ever 
glowed in him 1 — knew it, knew it long ere ever I 
dreamt it, and let the shadow of his own evil &me lie 
upon me, because, through it, his schemes were best 
served ; because by it, he could best secure what no 
other should ever share with him — the wealth that I 
held and he coveted. He feared that I might one day 
break from him, that I might one day give the love 
I give you. So he desired men to think me worthless 
as they would, and his presence beside me sufficed to 
fulfil his desire ! No, no ! do not pour on me those 
noble words, I am not worthy of them. Though, 
sinned against, I am not sinless. When too late I 
saw what my fatal promise had wrought for me. 
T was in love with the dangers, the idctories, 
the sway, the excitation I had plunged into; I 
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had drank so deeply and 80 freshly of the draught 

of Power, I could not have laid down the cup 
though I had known there was death in it And 
under scorn and kate, and all the unutterable misery 
that came to me when I saw myself betrayed by 
him, my very nature changed. I grew hardened, 
reckless, pitiless. My loyalty to liberty, to truth, to 
the peoples, never aitered; but that was all the 
better thing left in me. I remained ^Etithful, even to 
a traitor. Bat the world and I were for ever at war. 
I cared not how I struck, so that I otdy struck home. 
Evil had been spoken against me falsely, and I lived 
in such fashion that they should know one woman at 
least breathed whose neck could not be bent, nor 
whose spirit bowed by calumny. Men came about 
me, mad for the smile of my lips, but not true 
enough in themselves, as you were true, to pierce 
to the truth in me, and I gave them a bitter chas- 
tisement for their bUndness : I slew them with their 
own «t«jel. But — Oh God ! what avail to tell you 
thisi I can tell you how that which was spoken 
against me has, in part, been truth deserved, and, in 
part, the malignant coinage of envy. I can tell you 
that at dawn to-day I had no choice but to leave 
myself a traitress in your sight, or see you slaugh- 
tered by him as the issue of my love. I can tell you 
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this — ^bat wbat avail 1 Tou penBh throngli me, for 
me, by me I What use that you should hold me 
faithful to you ? I am none the less your murderess 

becaui^e 1 would give my lite for yours, my love, my 
love, my love ! " 

Her voice, that had been sustained and eloquent 
vrith the vital strength of remembered wrongs, failed 
her over the last words. The memory of the mar- 
tyrdom which he had borne for her ; the memory of 
the destruction of all his future, which through her 
befell him ; the ^memory of the only existence that 
could ever now be his dragged out beneath the 
galley-chains^ and companioned by the worst of 
criminals, alone remained with her. Guilty or guilt- 
less, £uthles8 or faithful^ having cleaved to him or 
liaviiig forsaken him, — ^what mattered it? Wherein 
could it serve him '( He was lost through her. 

But this thought never came to him. His eyes 
looked down on her through the heavy shadow 
with a light in tliem that had the sweetness of 
release, the glory of victory, through all the^ infinite 
pain and hopelessness of their fated luve. 

"What avail?" he answered her. ''Do you 
know me yet so little? Do you not know that 
I could lie down and die content, since I have heard 
that you are sinless ? ' 
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I know, X know ! You would have died for me 
when you thought me vile with the vice that I 
cherished, branded with the kisses of shame. And 
yet — ^18 there no doubt with you now ? " 

''Doubt? Did ever I harbour it save at your 
own bidding?" 

'*Tet — ^what have you but my word^ the ^word 
which that Iscariot told you was only a dulcet lie, 
8oft and false on every ear? " 

She felt the tremor of his passiuu rua Lhruugii all 
his limbs. 

" Were I free but for one hour ** 

''Be at peace. I have given him to venge- 
ance. Have you not heard how traitors end 
even in these days, even in European capitals ? So 
will be his end, for his sin against us." 

Her voice had in it that strong immutable merci- 
less vengeance that came to her with her eastern 
blood ; that smote rarely, but when it smote, never 
wavered and never fedled. Then once more she 
shrank from his hand as though unworthy of its 
touch. 

"Vengeance!" she moaned, '*what use is it to 
us 1 You are lost through me — ^lost for ever ! You 
pity, honour, love me stUl ! T could better bear your 
emser' 
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In the darkoess that was about them^ she rather 
felt than saw the infinite tenderness of his eyes as 
they gazed down on her : 

"Hush! Would you wrong me stDll Can yon 
not think one hour that lays your heart bare to oie 
thus, and brings me thus the surety of your [inno- 
cence, worth to me a lifetime of common joy and 
soulless pleasure ? Let its cost be what it will — it 
is well bought" ' 

She kneTtr he held it so ; and for this, that he 
loved her with this exceeding holiness of love ; for 
this, that the restoration of her nobility and honour 
in his sight was priceless to him, as no paiadise 
purchased by lier crime could ever have been j for 
this, the woe that she had wrought him, eat like 
iron into her souL 

Well bought she echoed. It will be bought 
by a living agony of endless years ! Manhood, pride, 
peace, joy, all killed in you ; your yeiy name lost, 
your very fate forgotten, till your hair is white with 
sorrow and your eyes are blind with age ! Ah, my 
beloved, what matter what I be ! It is I who have 
condemned you to this ! It is I who have been your 
ruinl" 

His arms^drew her upward, close against the heartr 
that only beat for her; his hot lips quivered on her 
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own ; in the zuglit-Bilence and tihe daxkness that was 

on them his voice thrilled through her "sweet as 
remembered kiases after deatL" 

"Do you think they shall ever part us now? 
Death shall unite us^ if life wonld'divorce ns." 

The hours 'passed, and they were left in solitude. 

As they had forgot all other life save their own, 
so hy [it they seemed forgotten. Through the heavy 
masonry of the iron-bound walls, no echo of the 
world without came to them ; on the hush and the 
gloom of the chamber there was no sound, save only 
the soft gliding of a night-bird's restless wing. 
Whatever fate rose for them with the dawn, this 
night at least was theirs : there is no love like that 
which lives victorious even beneath the shadow of 
death; there is no joy like that which Bnds its 
paradise even amidst the cruelty of pain, the ^rce 
long struggle of deqmtr. 

Never is the voluptuous i^ory of the son so deep, 
so rich, as when its last excess of light bums above 
the purple edge of the tempest-doud that soars 
upwai'd to cover and devour it 

I 

1 

The hours passed, and the rays of the morning 
slowly stole inward through the narrow casement^ 
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bedded high abovu in tlie granite-blocks, ivhilst with 
the coming of the day the birds of the night re- 
turned from their outward flight, and nestled in 
their dark haunts with their eyes hid beneath their 
wings. As the first light touched her brow, — and the 
dawn came not there till it was full-risen^ for the 
earth without, — she smiled in his eyes, and loosened 
from her bosom the slender steel blade, scarce broader 
than a needle's width, that had rested there so long. 

" Take it You have said — they shall not part us 
now." 

His hand closed on it while his smile answered 
hers. 

" I will find strength enough for that ; — ^it shall 
give xm eternal liberty, eternal union." 

Once before he had pledged this promise to her. 
And as she had known then, so she knew now, that 
he would find strength to deliver her from dishonour 
and himself from captivity ; strength to be true to 
her, even to this last thing of all. 

Having reached the supreme ecstasy and the 
supreme anguish of life, death was to them, as to 
the races of the young world, the god of deep 
benignant eyes, whose touch was release, and whose 
kingdom was freedom, on whose face was light, and 
in whose hands was balm. 
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As the words left his lips, on the quiet of the air 
a aingle shot rang. 

The first sunheam had slanted through the slender 
chink above ; the stiUuess was intense ; for below 
the measured step of the sentinel fell muffled on the 
tuif, and the liquid stealing music of water, that fell 
down through thick acanthus foliage without, alone 
was dimly heard. At that moment, as the bright- 
ness of the day reached high enough to enter the 
vaulted chamber of the upper story of the granary, 
the stillness waa thus broken. There was a stifled 
cry ; then silence reigned again ; and on that silence 
there was heard no more the monotonous tread to and 
fro of the soldier on guard. 

He started to his feet, his hand on the Venetian 
steel he had just grasped. 

" The man is shot I'' 

His voice was low and rapid, his eyes turned on 
hers with the same thought that came to both ahke. 
There were those in that world they had lost who 
would have done all that courage and true friendship 

could in his service had they known of his extremity ; 
there were those also by the score who would have 
let their Hves be mowed down like the inillett 
sheaves around them in her cause, had they had 
power to reach her from the grip of priest and king. 
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Hope had been dead in theuL 

In tke lowest depths of woe the oblivioa of passion 
had made them senBelesa to all elae— eenselese even 
to the late that must await them with the awakeu<* 
ing of the dawn. But no thought of deUTeronee had 
ever come to them. It had seemed meet that their 
lives Bhoold end, once having reached the deepest 
joj that life could hold *joy taken from the verj 
jaws of the grave ^— joy baniing through the froM 
chiUness of despair^ 

Tet now, when hope^ vague as remembefed dreamer 
once touched them, they felt drunk with it as with 
the fumes of wine. 

They listened, as none ever listen save those on 
whose stnunii^ ear the first sound that fSedls will 
bring the message of death or life. 

For a moment ihsA hushed stiUness lasted, un- 
broken now by even the treacling of the soldier's feet 
Then there broke forth the loud rejoicing bay of a 
hound loosed on to his quaiTy : shot answered shot. 
Steel clashed on steel: the din of tumult Med the 
soft peace of the early day ; the old-remembered 
rallying words that had so often floated to her ear 
above the din of conflict, vibrated on it now — 

Italia l" " Idalia 1" — ^the two names blent in one. 

As she heard, she rose erect; her whole frame 
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seemed to strain upward to the sua that glanced 
through' the high bars of their prisoa-room ; there 
was fir^ in her eyes, light on her lips, tiie glow of 
liberty on all her flMse and form. Sbe was ifae living 
symbol of Italy unchained, 

''Do you hear I Bo you liear ?*' she cried [to. him. 
« /SAe is free 1" ^ 

Before her own freedom— -even befiore his— the 
Jibeiation of the nation, so long enslaved, came to her 
heart first ; then, while the great tears conrsed down 
her cheeks, she clung to him, trembling with a terror 
that had never touched her — the terror less for him, 
as for the land for which she had so long endured 
and suffered, this hope only dawned again to die out 
in endless nights 

"Ah, God 1 give them strength — courage — victory!" 
she prayed, as she lifted her face to the sun. " My 
love — my love I listen for me, listen ! I cannot hear. 
Hope kills me — ^hope for you 1'' 

They stood tliuie, barred in, in thu siiadows 
wbich that ray of wandering sunlight on high alone 
parted, whilst beneath them unseen raged the 
struggle on which their lives hung. Confused, 
broken, indistinct, the echoes of the contest came 
strangely through the hushed prison-chamber. The 
bitter riot of war tossed to and fro the :^te of their 
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coming years ; the balance of chance swung, hold- 
ing their destiny, and they could not tell to which 
side the scale was swaying ; the measure of blood 
would be the purchase-coin of their ransom, or the 
price of their bondage, and they could not know 
whether foe or friend now claimed it. They stood, 
locked in, in solitude, with but a hand's-breadth of 
the morning sky through the grating above their 
heads the only thing visible of all the living world 
without, and heard the tumult striving far beneath 
upon whose issue all their future hung. 

The time was very briei ; a little bird upon an 
ivy-coil outside the window-bars, had lifted its voice 
in daylight-song as the hrst shots were hred, and 
still was singing softly and joyously, untired ; but 
to them the moments seemed as years. Then, loud 
and rejoicing on the summer air, wild vivas broke 
the bitter noise of conflict, and crossed the moans of 
fallen men; the dropping shots grew fewer and 
fewer. Upon the stone stairway the rapid upward 
rush of feet come near ; the bolts were drawn back, 
the door was Hung aside, with his flanks white with 
foam, and his mighty jaws crimson with gore, the 
great dog sprang on her with a single bound ; 
behind him, upon the threshold, stood Conrad 
Fhaulcon. 
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His eyes met theirs one instant ; then headlong at 
her feet he fell, a deep slow stream of blood staming 
the grey stone of the floor. 

Thm at last he met his foe. Thus at last his foe 
looked on him after the weary search of baffled 
veogeance, long and hot as tiger's thirst. 

As he fell his hands caught the hem of her 
dress. 

'^Idalia! Idalia " 

The word died as his head smote the granite, and 
the broken sword which he had pressed into his side 
to lend him strength for a moment, pierced further, 
driven in by the weight of the fell. 

Erceidoune staggered forward and raised him. 
He is dying ! " he said, as he looked at her. 

There came upon him a strange awe as he saw the 
death that at dawn he had so nearly dealt, smite thus, 
as another day broke on the world, the man from 
whom he had fled, as David from the sight of Saul, 
lest murder should be upon his head if longer he 
lingered where his enemy lay. 

She never spoke, but sank on her kuees beside 
her father where he had fallen, held up in the arms 
that a score of hours before had flung him upward 
like some worthless driftwood to be cast into the 
flames. Her eyes were fastened on his flushed and 

TOt. III. ▲ A 
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haggard face, that Htill had so much left of the old 
bright classic beauty. 

*' Yoii have saved us I You ! '* 

She doubted her own seoses; she thought she 
dreamt m madly as though she were dreaming that 
the heavens opened and the angels and aichangels 
of mediaeval story descended with the sword of 
Michael, with the spear of Ithuiiel, to their rescue. 

He diuw liis breath with a great sigh, and his 
voice come in broken whispers. 

"You said right — there are things gods wouiJ 
not paidon,— your wrongs are of them. Ton stung 
me at last ! ** 

She did not answer ; she gazed at him with blind 

tearless eyes that saw his face, but only saw it as in * 
the mists of dreama 

He pressed the sword that had broken oft' m his 
loins closer and harder to staunch the blood, while 
his voice rose ringing and resonant. 

" Our day has come I They have Palermo ; Naples 
must follow. The king has enough to do to think 
of his capital They fear the news should get to 
the populace. We have done a bold stroke to-day ; 
they have been hunting us down like wolves, but 
we have turned and torn them. The sentinel killed, 
the rest was easy. Ah! look you> — ^there is ven- 
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geauoe for you too. That white-faced ^Northerner 
betrayed you to Guilio Villafior. Well, the boy 
Berto caught him in his owd toils. They hold him 
safe ; they will kill him like a cur at your ^void. 
Ah^ Chiist! how the steel pierces I I would not 
die if I could help it. Kot just now — not till I 
bave seen that traitor's face. It is hard — hard — 
hard. He has cut and galled me so often; it is hard 
to die just when I could pay him aU I" 

The ferocious words gave way as his breath 
caught them ; he moved restlessly, driving the blade 
in still, so that by this means he might yet gain 
a moment's force. As his wandering glazing eyes 
glanced upward he saw whose arms supported him ; 
and the old relentless hate glowed in them — dark 
and deathless. 

** So ! you have your vengeance, and I am baulked 
of mine. Lay me down, sigoore. I would sooner 
die a minute] earlier than gain the minute by your 
help." 

The old savage tiger lust was in the words. 
Erceldoune never heeded them, he rested the 
Qreek's head on his own breast, and held him up- 
ward with genUeness and in silence. 

Idalia htmg over him. 

*'Tell him*- tell himi If you would atone for 
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your sin— if you would redeem your infamy — if you 
have ever known remoiae—bear me witness what 
you are to me ! ** 

The evil faded off his iace; a softer look came 
back there. 

"Late — late — later' he sighed; yet he lifted 
his head and made the sign of the cross with that 
latent superstition which lingered in him even 
whilst he made reckless jest of Deity, and denied 
with flippant laughter man's dreaming hope of 
God. 

" By her mother s memory I swear, — ^Idalia Yas* 
sails is my daughter. To her most bitter calamity. 
Those who have spoken evil against her have lied. 
I have been a coward, a traitor, a shame, and a 
darkness for ever on her path ; bat — she has ever 
been loyal to me. She never feared, and she was 
never faithless ; I loved her for that ; but, — for that 
too, — hated her." 

As the words, more vivid in the southern tongue 
he used, left his lips firmly and distinctly, her eyes 
filled slowly with tears, and across the stricken 
form of the wounded man, met those which had 
seen her aright through all the mists of calumny, 
which had looked down through the shadows of 
doubt, and read, despite them, the veiled truth of 
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her life. The feith in him had been sore tried i but 
afc length, after many day8> his reward came. 

Neither spoke. That one look uttered all between 
them. 

Conrad Phaulcon pressed his hand closer yet 
upon the jagged steel that for a few brief moments 
still could thus hold life in him, Sometiiiiig of his 
old laugh hovered on his lips. 

*' Look ! I make a fair ending. Pity there is no 
priest to crow above me. Death-bed repentance I 
—there is no coin like it ; you sell the uaiae you 
have lost already, and you buy such a fine aroma 
for nothing " 

She shivered at the awful mirth as she stooped to 
him, and passed her hand over his forehead. 

" Silence ! Live rather to repent ! He will for- 
give ; and I — ^you have tried my mercy long, you 
need not fear it now." 

**No," he muttered, more huskily, more iaiutly. 
*'If you had been willing to take your vengeance 

you could — lung ago — you knew what would Lave 

sent me to the galleys. But you were true to your 

word. Strange, strange enough ! You were so bold, 
so careless, so proud, so reckless ; but one could hold 

you m a bridle of iron, if once you had given your 
word!" 
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His sight, ihat was beginning to fail him, sought 

her face with a wondering, bafHed glance ; through 
her whole life this loyalty to her pledged honour had 
bewildered him, even whilst by it he had found so 
merciless a powj^ to bind and to drive one whom 
fear could never have swayed, nor force have 
moved. As she heard she lost remembrance of the 
deadly wrongs done against her by the man who 
should have been her foremost guard, her surest 
friend; all the long years through which he had 
persecuted and poisoned her fireedom and her fiime 
fell from her ; lying, in his last hour, at her feet, 
having thus at last, however late, however sli^tly 
redeemed the criitity of his past against her, he 
brought to her but one memory; — ^that of a long 
perished time, when on her childish ear his voice 
had come like music, breathing the poetry and the 
heroism of the world's dead youth. 

"Be more just to us both!" she murmured, 
while the salt drops fell from her eyes upon his 
brow. What I remembered always was what you 
at last remember too, — tbe love you Lore my 
mother, the love she gave to you. Let it bring 
peace at last between us." 

He shuddered as she spoka 

" God 1 if priests and women's tales be true, 
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and she lives in another life 1 I would go to hell, 
if a hell there vere^ sooner than see her faoey— 

sooner tlian hear lier ask of you at rtiy hands." 
"Hushi Have I not said / foiigive 1 '* 
The soit and solemn cadence of the mouinful 
words seemed to fall upon his ear with a deep calm 
he dared not, or cared not to break ; he lay silent 
some moments^ breathing heavily, while his drooped 
lids hung as though in sleep ; then with a sudden 
upleaping of the vivid life within him, he raised him- 
self once more, while the careless melody of his 
sweet laugh echoed vrith its old chime (through 
the ail*. 

" I have been a coward all my life. Well — will 
die like a hero. They will make me a martyr when 
I am gone I Why not t Let my epitaph lie as it 
will, it cannot lie like a priest's or a king s i So 
this is the end of it all ; the drama is not worth the 
playing. They have taken Palermo, I tell you ; — 
Well ! they revile us, but after all, we have truth in 
us ; the people will see that one day. The capital 
is all in confusion. They could only leave you a 
half-dozen guards. Lousada and Yeni, and a few 
others, thought we could do something if we struck 
weU,**tke7 have got a brigantine too»— if you fly at 
once, you wUl be safa^ 
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The incoherent firagments of speech were panted 

rapidly out ; scarce pausing for breath, he looked 
once more^upwaid at Eiceldoune^ with the old 
unquenched hatred still burning dark in biB 
glance. 

" You will have the Vassalis' fief ! Ah ! that 
cute harder than the sabre. I would give twenty 
lives now to keep you asunder froni Iier. But 
^«he stung my memory ; consciencej fools call it ; I 
cuuid not free her without freeing you, or I would 
have done. You hate me ? " 

I pity you — beyond all words." 
Because I lie here like a shot cur ? " 

" No. Because you wronged her,'* 

There was a meaning in the grave and weary 
answer that checked the fretting and galled passions 
of the dying man. 

Yes, J wronged her. It was for Julian's wealth 
that I hated her. Sir— you swore to deal me my 
mortal stroke. Keep your oath. Pluck that broken 
steel out of my loins; I shall not live a minute. 
You will not ? Why, you break your vow I Christ 1 
—how the pain bums ! Look here, then ! 

With a sudden movement he drew the blade out 
from the wound in which it was bedded ; the pent- 
up blood, let loose, poured from it : he smiled. It 
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seemed as though in that hour the courage of his 
Achmii &iheT8 flowed into the yems that were fast 
chaDging to ice beneath the throes of dissolution. 

" My life has disgraced you : my death will not^" 
he said, as his heavy eyes were lifted to hers. Can 
you forgive all ?" 

" Gbd is my witness, — ^alL" 

** Ah, you were ever generous ! Idalia ^ 

And mth her name thus latest upon his utter- 
ance, as it had been the latest utterance of so many, 
his head fell back upon her bosom, and through his 
parted lips the lingering breath came in one long 
deep*drawn sigh. 

When that sigh ceased to quiver in the biience, lie 
lay dead in the morning light 

The low dark entrance had filled in that moment 
with armed men; their weapons dropped blood, 
til err faces were hot with the heat of war and of 
victory, their passions were at white heat with the 
madness of joy ; they were of that nature which 
long before showed its southern grandeur in the mid- 
night cbaige of the Aurehan trench, and made the 
£ye hundred of the Legion pierce their way through 
the dense and hostile host at Hazzarene. At their 
head was the young Loy Berto; all his slender 
limbs qmvering with the glory of triumph, and his 
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fair face, with the yellow hair flung back, transfigui ed 
like ihe faoe of some angel of vengeance* He came 
eagerly through the gluoiii of the porchway, followed 
by the Italian^ who obeyed him aa though he were 
a gud ; he had received the baptism of blood when 
hifl mother had been shot down by the Papal troops i 
he was the son of a great patriot who had Mien at 
the gates of Borne ; and whilst yet in the first years 
of his infancy he had stood at the knee of the 
liberator, and laughed to see the balls pour down 
upon the Savardli roof around them, while the 
hands of Ugo Bassi had been laid in benediotion 
upon the golden curls of the young child of liberty. 
His word was the law, his sword was the sceptre, of 
the men who came with him now. 

Breathless, covered with dust, bruised, wounded, 
but with a marvellous luminance beaming through 

the calm unchanged repose of his colourless face, he 

came to her in the flush of his triumph. 

'^Ecceiienza, we bring you the best gifts of life ! 

—we bring you liberty. We bring you vengeance." 
Then as he saw the dead man lying there his 

proud and glad voice dropped, he made a soft badc- 

ward movement of his hand, signing his followers to 

pause upon the threshold, he bent his delicate head 

in reverence. 
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" He has won higher guerdon than we," he said 
gravely ; he has died for you.** 

For he had no knowledge that this one hour of 
lemone bad been tbe single nanow thread of gold 
unravelled from the long, twisted, tangled, poisoned 
web of a lifetime of wrong. 



r 

Digitized 



CHAPTER XI 



LOST IN XH£ NIGHT, AND THE UQHT OF THE SEA." 

Abound the high-leaping flames of a fresh jnle 

of pine-boughs, that flashed their lustre on the 
hanging crystals and the hollow depths of the 
cavern by the sea, the Italians who had freed her 
were gathered when the night had &llen. 

They stood in a lialf-circie about the great pyra- 
mid of fire, whose heavy aromatic scent rolled out 
down the vaulted space ; the light and shadow played 
upon their bronzed faces, on the metal of the rifles, 
on those muzzles they leaned their hands, and in 
the darkness of their eyes that were lustrous with 
longing rage, and impatient joy. Joy tor the sweet- 
ness of the surpassing hope that the past day had 
brought, Palermo won I^apies would follow, their 
sail once loosened to the touch, they would be with 
the Thousand of Marsala, with the deliverers of 
Sicily. Bage against a prisoner set in their midst, a 
prisoner who had been false to Italy, and false to the 
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woman whom they loved, as soldier and servant, 
noble and minstrel alike, loved Mary Stuart The 
quiet was unbroken even by a loud-drawn breath ; 
the sound of the flame consuming the lithe limbs of 
the wood was the only thing that stin'od it. They 
waited for her judgment, and they had known that 
judgment inexorable as those given from the stone 
justice seat in the early ages of her own city of the 
Violet Crown. With his arms bound behind him^ 
whilst they stood around him, ready to spring at a 
word upon him and sheathe their steel in his body 
with the fierce swift justice of the south, they held 
captive the man who had sold her to Giulio ViUaiior. 

To this end had his high ambitions come ! 

He had known that^ soon or late, his sin of 
treachery would surely find liira out ; would reach 
him though he were housed within kings' palaces ; 
would strike him down even amidst those gods of 
gold and silver for which he had bartered his 
brethren. Yet the vengeance he had looked for 
had been the concrete vengeance, for his outraged 
oath, of his forsaken order ; of that body politic to 
which he had sworn the secret vows of his implicit 
obedience ; and even this vengeance, in the oversight 
of that intelligence which deems itself safe enough 
and sure enough to play with all, and remain true 
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to noDe, he had held lightly. Rulers who wore the 
paxi^ of power had been scarcely less falae to sach 
oaths than he, and he had thought that for him 
as for them tib» blow might be temporised with, 
warded off, bought off, until he like them, should 
have 118^ too high for even that mieiiiiig and 
invisible hand to reach. Bat now, by the men 
whom he had scorned with all the scorn of his 
astnte abilities, as the mere raw material that may 
be tamed to the statesman's socoesses^ the fools of 
patriotic vimons and mde honesties, of childish Mth, 
and of barbarian warfeure; by these he had been 
baffled, checked, vanquished, meshed in the intricate 
web of his own treacheries ; by these he had been 
conquered and dragged down, to stand in his dis- 
honour before the one glance which had power to 
make that dishonour worse to him than a thousand 
pangs of death. To this end had his life come 1 

An end more bitter to him it could never have 
reached, if his limbs had swung in the hot air of 
Naples from the hangman's chains. The hooting 
lips [and ravenous eyes of the million of upturned 
faces of a ruling populace would have been power- 
less to bring home to him his shame^ as one regard 
bent on him, brought it now. 

For, beyond the undulating wave of flame, and 
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with that gulf of £re and of shadow parting them, 
the gaze of Idalia rested on him.' 

At her side Erceldoune stood. His head waB 
bent, his eyes were on the ground, and hia anna 
were folded on his breast ; he knew that if he looked 
up or unloosed bis hand, he should break the word 
that he had passed to leave their vengeance with 
her, he should forestall the death-etroke that the 
soldiers of the Revolution waited there to strike. 

She faced them m the hush of the silence ; so ' 
intense that through the cavern the far-off chiming 
of the waters oin the shore could be fainly heard. 
The warm glow of the pine-flames, Hke the red sun 
' that bums on the Nile, fell about her in a splendour 
of hot tawny gold. Her eyes were dark and dream- 
ing, as with the memories and secrets of innumerable 
ages, like the unfathomable lustre of the eyes that 
poets give to Geopatra ; her mouth was graye and 
weary as with the langour of past and deadly pain ; 
her brow was in shadow, as though the shade of the 
thorn-crown of those who suffer for the people still 
wi|p there, yet on her &ce there was a light beyond 
that which the burning sea-pines shed it was the 
light of the dawn of freedom. 

She never spoke ; but her gaze rested on the 
man who bad betrayed her into captinty— -who bad 
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spoken falsely against her honour, who had given 
her beauty to the scomge^ her freedom to the chains 
of her enemies ; and he who was no coward, but 
bold and suie, and of self-Gontiol passiiig those of 
most men, closed his own eyes involuntarily, as 
though the lightning smote thern^ and cowered 
downward like a shrinking dog. 

For what that long, deep^ silent gaze had quoted 
against him was wrong far heavier than that 
against her own life ; wrong against all manhood, as 
in him stained ; against all human nature, as by him 
shared ; against all bonds that bind man to man, as 
by his treachery dissevered ; against aU Uberty 
sought for by the nations, as, by his false adoption of 
its fair name, prostituted 

It was this which that one unvarying gaze spoke 
to him ; and there was soul enough left in him to 
make him know its deepest meaning, and taste its 
deepest agony. 

"A traitor I" 

Her lips had never spoken the word; but its 
shame ate into his heart as it ate into the heart of 
Iscarioi In that one moment the austere, the 

divine, the supreme majesty that lies in Truth was 
revealed to him, and blinded him as the blaze of the 
heavens blinded Saul of Tarsus. In that one 
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moment he knew what he had denied all his yean 
through — that men who, for it, render their lives 
desolate and harren, and, for it^ die unloved and 
forsaken of the world, may know in life and in death 
a beauty that never comes to the multitudes who 
grasp at gold, at power, at the sweetness of lascivious 
ease, and at the wide fools' paradise of lies. 

The Italians who stood around him, leaning on 
their loaded rifles, while ever and again upon him 
turned the waiting savage hrilliance of their glances, 
gave an impatient movement that shook the dan- 
gour from their arms out in a shrill echo. 

" His sentence, Eooellenza 1 " 

They were thirsty to deal him a traitor's due ; to 
lead him out yonder on to the starlit sand, and, with 
one volley fired on the still night air, give him the 
death that all deserters meet^ and see this justice 
done ere their boat should be thrust through the 
foam, and their oars should cleave the waters apart, 
and their vessel should be reached, that would bear 
them southward to where the Sicilies lay. 

She made them no reply. Still with her eyes 
flzed on him she stood with the light that was like 
the after-glow of <^gypt full upon her. To him she 
ceased to be the woman he had loved and coveted ; 
she seemed to him transfigured ; with that mystery 

VOI. III. B B 
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of thought, with that iofinitude of reproach, with 
that passionless scorn, and with that passionless pity 

on her face, she looked to him like the avcDging 
uhacpe of the honour he had sold, of the land he had 
betrayed, of the IVecdoni he had surrendered, of the 
cause he had forsaken. The rebuke of her regard 
was not hers, but the rebuke of the peoples, weary 
and abandoned by the leader who bartered them for 
gold ; the scorn of her gaze was not hers, but the 
scorn of the martyrs of liberty, who through all 
ages perish willingly, if with theii* bodies they can 
purchase one ray of higher light for the world which 
knows them not until too late. 
■ By her he saw how vile he had become 
, By her he saw how high he might have reached. 
She had her vengeance. 

The impatient £re of the same demand i-an afresh 
through the revolutionists around him : 
His sentence, Eccellenza 1 " 

He never heard. He had passed through all the 
bitterness of death ; it was her look that killed 
him. 

The cry rose louder: " His sentence ! 

Then at last she answered tiieni ; 

''Loose him, and let him ga" 

A sullen furious yell of dissent that not even 
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their loyalty to her could still, rolled tlirough the 
vault. 

•* A traitor dies ! A traitor dies ! " 

By his cnme ibey claimed their justice. 

A heavy sigh parted her lips ; then the full bweet 
melody of her voice came on the clamour like music 
that moves men to tears. 

''A traitor he is! And for that you would deal 
him death ? Nay, thiuk me not gentler than you. 
I meant to deliver him up to your hands. I bade 
him be brought to my judgment, that your ven- 
geance might strike him^ and lay him dead at my 
feet. I am no holier than you. There was an hour 
in which I longed for his life with that thirst you 
know now; there was an hour in which I would 
have taken it> and not spared^ though his mother 
had prayed to me. Ah, friends ! such hours come to 
all. But now, the darkness has passed. I see clearer. 
Death is not ours to deal. And were it ours, should 
we give him the nameless mystic mercy which all 
men live to crave — ^give it as the chastisement of 
crime ? Death ! It is rest to the aged, it is oblivion . 
to the atheist, it is immortality to the poet ! It is 
a vast^ dim, exhaustless pity tp all the world. And 
would you summon it afi your hardest cruelly ta 
sinl" . 
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They were silent ; she stirred their souls — she had 
not bound their 

A traitor merits death,** they muttered, 

*' Merits it ! Not so. The marfyr, the liberator, 
the seeker of truth, may deserve its peace ; how has 
the traitor won them? Ton deem yooraelves just ; 
your justice en*s. If you would give him justice, 
make him live. live to know fear lest eveiy wind 
among the leaves may whisper of his secret i live to 
feel the look of a young child's eyes a shame to him ; 
live to envy every peasant whose bread has not been 
bought with tainted coin ; live to hear e^er in his 
path the stealing step of haunting retribution ; live 
to see his brethren pass by him as a thing accurst ; 
live to listen in his age to white-haired men, who once 
had been his comrades, tell to ^he youth about them 
the unforgotten story of his shame. Make him live 
thus if you wotdd have justice." 

They answered nothing ; a shudder ran througih 
them as they heaid. 

''And — ^if you have as I<— a deliverance that 
forbids you even so much harshness, still let liim 
live, and bury his tram^ression in your hearts. Say 
to him as I say ; — ' your sin was gieat, go forth and 
sin no more.' " 

Then, as the words left her lips, she moved to 
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him from out the fire-glow, and stooped^ and severed 
the bonds that bound him^ and lefb him free; and 
none dared touch thiit which she had made sacred, 
but stood mute> and afraid, as those who stand in 
the presence of a soul that is greater than their own. 
And the man vtho had sinned against her, fell at 
her feet 

" Oh, Grod I If I had known you as I know you 
now!" 

" You never had betrayed^me. No I — ^Live, then, 
to be true to greater things than L" 

While the night was still yoimg, a ship glided 
southward through the ¥iide white radiance of the 
moon. The waters stretched, one calm and gleam- 
ing sheet of violet hues; from the fast-retreating 
shore a fair wind came, bearing the fragrance of a 
thousand hills and plains, of golden fruits and flowers 
of snow, and passion-blossoms of purple, and the 
scarlet heart of ripe pomegranates; through the 
silence sounded tlic cool fresii ripple of the waves as 
the vessel left her track upon the phosphor-silver, 
and aljove, from a million stars, a purer day seemed 
to dawn on all the aromatic perfumes of the air, 
and all the dim unmeasured freedom of the seas. 
And she^ who went to freedom, looked, and looked. 
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and looked, m though never could her sight rest 

long enough upon the Umitless radiance, nor her lips 
diink enough in of the sweet fresh delieioos treasure 
that the waters gave and the winds brought ; — the 
treasure of her liberty. 

" You fcome to my kingdom ! '* she said softly, 
while her dreaming eyes met her lover's. 

And he who had cleaved to her with that surpass- 
ing love which calumny but strengthens, and fire but 

purilies, wLicli fear cannot enter and death cannot 
appal, drew her beauty closer to his breast : 
'**My kingdom is here ! " 

And the ship swept on through the stillness of the 

hushed hours, tli rough the glory of the hght, to 
glide out through the eternal seargates of the old 
Roman world, and pass into the cloudless warmth of 
Eastern skies, where already through the voluptuous 
night the star of mornmg rose. 



THE END. 
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